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Come, come, bid Adieu to Fear 207 
Ceaſe to perſuade, nor ſay you love, Sc. 229 
Chice, my 3 233 
Cupid once in of Prey 234 


Come, all ye Youths, whoſe Hearts e er bled 240 
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Cynthia frowns whene er I wooe her 


Celebrate this Feſtival 


Celia, too late you 


would 


Come, here's to the N 


Cælia, let not Pride undo you 


Can I view a doating Aſs 


Come, come, my Hearts of Gold 
Chhe's a Nymph in flow'ry Groves 
2 — 
Ceaſe, ceaſe id to 1 
Corinna, in the Bloom of Youth 
Cbloris, yourſelf you 
Ceaſe, dear Lerinda, ceaſe admiring 
Ceaſe, fair Caliſris, ceaſe diſdaining 
Ceaſe to purſue the ſcornful Fair 


ſo excel 


Draw, Cupid, draw 


De'il take the War that hurry'd Filly, &c. 86 
Dear Molly, why ſo oft in Tears I 
Dumbarton' s Drums beat bonny—O 
Down in the North Country 

Duly, no more miſpend your Time 


Dear Chloe attend 
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Drunk 1 was laſt Night, that's poz 
Damon, if you will believe me 


Divine Aftrea hither flew 


Delia, how long muſt 1 deſpair 


Deſpairing as I ſat alone 


Daphnis ſtood 


penſive in the Shade | 
Enough, enough, my Soul, of worldly Noiſe 
Enchanted by your Voice and Face 


Faireſt Iſle all Iſles excelling 


Fooliſh Swain, thy Sighs forbear 
Fair Iris I love and I hourly die 


Frail's the Bliſs of Woman 


Fair Chloe my Breaſt ſo alarms 

For a Soldier or Poet conſumedly poor 
Fly, ye lazy Hours, haſte bring him here 
Farewel my bonny, witty, pretty Maggy 
Fame's an Echo, prattling double 
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are ſporting, Doves are courting 22 
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Maids like Courtiers muſt be woo'd 113 
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Somnelente repente 26z 
Stella, — =» © 285 
So calm, and fo ſerene, but now 3 
Since Truth and Conftancy are vain 31 


So well Corinna likes the Joy 35 
Say lovely Dream, where could'ſt thou find 1519. 


Since Spartan Heroes were ſo dull 328 
— — the young, the lovelieſt Swain 9244 
See fair Corr ina lies 348 
Say, cruel Amoret, how long 350 
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To love, is to be doom'd on Earth to Hell 320 
Tell me, lovely loving Pair 326 
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*Tis not your Beauty can engage Ibid. 
They that never had the Uſe 331 
Tell me no more you love; in vain 344 
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Why, Delia, ever when I gaze 


2 
Welcome, welcome, Brother Debtor 10 
Why ſhould we that Ambition call 21 
Was ever Nymph like Roſamond 22 
When dully wiſe the Grave diſdain 2 
When a Lover's Sighs his Miſtreſs gain 2 
When Chloe's Picture was to Chloe ſhewn Ibid. 
When Sylvia ſtrikes the trembling Strings 29 
When I viſit proud Celia, juſt come, Wc. 32 
When humming brown Beer was the, Cc. 40 
Wine does Wonders ev'ry Day 47 
When Gammer Gurton firſt I knew 54 
When firſt at Cambridge we do come 104 


Whoe er to a Wife 112 
When my Hairs grow hoary — 
Welch an, mes 1 I 
Where, on the Stage Heroes rage 133 
When gay Philander fell a Prizes 151 
Whenever, Cbibe, I begin Did. 
Were I laid on Greenland s Coaſt I 
When Trees did bud, and Fields were, Cc. 168 
Why we love, and why we hate 18 
We'll drink, and we'll never have done, Cc. 18 
When Wit and Beauty meet in one 192 
What's the Worth of Health or Living 202 
Would you taſte the Noontide Air 203 


When yielding firſt to Demon's Flame 217 
What Man in his Wits had not rather, Cc. 214 
When Celaden firſt from his Cottage, Cc. Ibid. 


Whilſt you jant it up and down 21 
With Gaefal Pipe s + merry Glee 22 
Will the Linnet fly the Snare 229 
Who is Sylvia, what is ſhe 234 
When Str to Chloe 237 


Why art thou dreft, my lovely Maid 23$ 
While in the Bow'r with Beauty bleſt the. 
When Sylvia, in Bathing, her „Fc. 244 
Why ſhould a fooliſh Marriage Vow 
hen dere Yan dan cg hors Bike tn hp 
you been, my 251 
When firſt 1 beheld Clarinds's Eyes 253 
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and 328 that- live at Longleat 52 
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d his Harp fo well 
Ye Beaus of Pleaſure ; 


Ye Virgin Pow'rs defend my Heart 
Ve Gods, was Str Picture bleſt. 
Young Celia, in her tender Years 
You may ceaſe to 

Yes, all the World will ſure agree 
You hugh to ſee me fond appear 


our damn'd Tyrants oblige, Ic. 359 
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| ling, 
FAS And forſake her Cyprian Grove, 
- === Cupid, from his fav rite Nation, 
333 Care and Envy will remove, 
33 Jealouſy, that poiſons Paſſion, 
3 And Deſpair that dies for Love. 
ts Gentle Murmurs, ſweet Complaining 5 
Ibid. 3 that * the Fire of Love; 
Repulies, kind Diſdaini 
- f Shall be all the Pains you prove. 
47 Ev'ry Swain ſhall pay his Duty, 
$52 Grateful ev'ry Nymph ſhall prove 3 
4 And as theſe excel in » 
1 Thoſe ſhall be renown'd for 


„ $ONG Il. The merry Rll. 

_ T. Wine makes us love, and Love makes 
us drink, 

+ each does the other improve; 


196 Au Montabsmwft know, who feel or can think, 
No Pleaſures like Drinking and Love: 
— Then join 'em, my Boys, make the Bleffings 


divine, 
* For Men muſt be Gods, when they've Women 


L hate to be radar Vat 
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I' think myſelf Jove, while theſe I enjoy, 
Nor own myſelt Mortal till old. 
Cho. Then join 'em, &c. 


When old I am grown, and toying is paſt, 
In Wine I muſt place all my Joy; 

And tho' I'm unfit for Love to the laſt, 
Vet ſtill I can drink till I die. 

Cho. Then join em, &c. 


SONG III. The Amazon. 


Wains, I ſcern, who nice and fair, 
Shiver at the Morning Air, 
Rough and hardy, bold and free, 
Be the Man that's made for me. 


Slaves to Faſhion, Slaves to Dreſe, 
Fops themſelves alone careſs; 
Let them without Rival be, 
They are not the Men for me. 


He whoſe nervous Arm can dart 
The Jav'lin to the Tyger's Heart, 
From all Senſe of Danger free, 

He's the Man that's made for me. 

While his Speed out-ftrips the Wind, 
Looſely wave bis Locks behind: 
From fantaſtick Fopp'ry free, 

He's the Man that's made for me. 
Nor ſimp'ring Smile, nor dimpled ſlee l 
Spoil his manly Sun-burnt Cheek, 

By Weather let him painted be, 
He's the Man that's made for me. 

If falſe he proves, my Jav'lin can 
Revenge the Perjury of Man ; 

And ſoon another brave as he 
all be found the Man for me. 


SONG IV. The d4:jpairing Lover. 
i1%, Dea, ever when I gaze, 
Appears in Frowns that Jovely Face 3 


. 
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Why are thoſe Smiles to me deny'd 
That gladden every Heart beſide. 
In vain your Eyes my Flzme reprove, 
1 may deſpair, but ſtill muſt love. 
From ſweeteſt Airs I ſought Relief, 
And hop'd from Mufick, Cure for Grief : 


Tol that I was the thrilling Sound 


erv'd only to encreaſe the Wound: 
And while for Reſt I fondly trove, 
Forgot that Muſick ftrength'ned Love. 


To Pleaſures of a diff*rent Kind, 
Soon undeceiv'd I bent my Mind; 
} tought the Fair, the Gay, the Young, 
nd dreſs'd and play'd, and laugh'd and fung : 
Vain Joys, too weak my Heart do move, 
Ah what were vou to her I love. 

When drooping on the Bed of Pain, 

I lonk'd on ev'ry Hope as vain: 

When pitying Friends ſtood weeping by, 

And Death's pale Shade ſeem'd hov'ring aigh, 
No Terror could my Flame remove, 

Or ſteal a Thought from her I love. 

Abſence may bring Relief, I cry'd, 

Ard ſtraight the dreadful Hope I try'd. 
Alas! in vain was every Care, 

Still in my Heart I bore my Fair: 

Ah whether ſhal! I rove, 

To ſhun Deſpair, or fly from Love. 


SONG v. Myra. 


AY has two Winters been, 
The Flame of all the Town ; 

By all admir'd where'er ſhe's ſeen, 

By all ador'd when known. 
No Beauty, be fle e er ſo fair, 

With Myra dares diſpute : 
The very Prudes all GJenc's are, 

And Emvy*s Self is mute. 

Az 
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Tho' thouſands own her powerful E 
Thouſands for Pity 3 925 

The Nymph old Conqueſts does deſpiſe, 
And fighing, longs for new. 

Thus Philip's Son the World ſubdu d, 
To true Enjoyment blind, 

Wept, as the abjeft Earth he view d, 
And others wiſh'd to find. 

A thouſand Kingdoms own'd him Lord, 
None felt his mildcr Reign ; 

In forc'd Obedience all accord, 
All join to curſe his Chain: 

Much longer, happier he'd have ruled 
O'er a ſelefted Part: 

Then Myra, c*er my Lore be cool'd 

Select a faithful Heart. 

By Gratitnde, thus join'd to Love, 
My Flame will ſtronger grow; 

By Age, your Face a Change muſt prove, 


This Remedy you'll try, 
Believe that none e er lov'd you more, 
Or longer ſhall then I. 


SONG VI. The ſleepy Fair. 


NE Summer's Eve, as Strepbon rov'd, 
Wrapt up in Thought profound, 
Surpriz'd, he ſaw his beſt belov'd 
Lye fleeping on the Ground. 
Awake, my pretty Sleeper wake! 
Awake to Strephor''s Call ; 
Be careful for your Lover's Sake : 
"Tis Night, the Dew-Drops fall. 
And gently ftole a Kiſs. 
She ftill ſlept on. He not diſmay d, 
Repeats the tranfient Blis ; 
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She wakes, apd thus with angry Tane, 
Away, away, ſhe cries: 

Then fault'ring bids the Swain be gone: 
g Then figh'd, and clas'd her Eyes. 
Tuho' cruel are your Words, ſweet Maid, 

Can Sighs proceed from Hate? 


M Dcubts are gone. Then down he laid, 
Refolv's to ſhare her Fate. . 


D-iended from the noxi or- Vir, 

f Within his Arms ſhe lay: 
A:d tho? the Swain «ft wak'd the Fair, 

She ſaid no more till Day. 

i 
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SONG VII. Bally Spelling. 


LL you that would refine your Blood, 
As pure as fam'd Lewellin ; 
Waters clear, come ev'ry Year, 
And drink at Bally Spelling. 
If Spots or Itch, the Skin enrich 
j With Rubies paſt the telling; | 
* ?*Twill clear the Skin, before you've been 
; A Month at Bally Spelling. 
| If Lady's Check be green as Leck, 
b When the comes from her Dwelling; 
The kindling Roſe, within it glows, 
, When ſhe's at Bally Spelling. 
The ſooty brown, who comes to Town, 
Grows here as fair as Helen, 
Then back ſhe goes, to kill the Beaux, 
By Dint of Bally Spelling. | 
Our Ladies are as fieſh and fair, 
As Roſs, or bright Dunkell:ng ; 
And Mars might make a fair Miſtake, 
Were he at Bally Spelling. 
Wie Men ſubmit as they think fit, 
And here is no rebelling ; 
The Reaſon's plain, the Ladies reign, 
They're Queens at = Spelling. 


| 
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E 
Ry matchleſs Charms, unconquer'd Am, 
They have the Pow'r of quelling, 1 
Such deſp'rate Foes as dare 
Their Pow'r at Bally Spelirrg. 
Cold Water turns to Fire and buras, 
I know, becauſe I fell in . 


A Stream that came from one bright Dame, 
Who drank at Bally Spelling. 

Fine Beaux advance, equipt for Dance, 
And bring their Ann cr Nell in, 

With ſo much Grace, I'm ſure no Place 8 
Can vye with Bally Spelling. 

No Politicks, no ſubtle Tricks, | 


No Man his Country ſ-lling : 
We eat, we drink, we never thi 


Of theſe at Bally Spelling. 

The troubled Mind, the puft with Wind, d 
Do all come here pell-mell in ; | 

And they are ſure to work their Cure, } 
By drinking Bally Spelling. 


If Dropſy fills you to the Gills, 
From Chin to Toe tho* ſwelling ; 
Pour in, pour vut, you cannot doubt, 
A Cure at Bally Spelling. 
Death throws no Darts thro! all theſe Parts, 
No Sexton's here a Knelling. | 
Come judge and try, you'll never die, 
And live at Belly Spelling. | 
Except you feel Darts tipt with Steel, 
Which here are every Belle in, | INDE | 
When from their Eyes ſweet Ruin flies, | 
We dic at Bally Speliirg. 
Good Cheer, ſweet Air, much Joy, n© Cre, 
Your Sight, your Tafte, your Smcli!'-:, 
Your Ears, your Touch, tranſporteth n:. b, 
Each Day at Bally Spelling. 
Within thy Ground we all ſleep ſoune, 
No noiſy Dogs a yelling ; 
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Except you wake, for Clia's Sake, 
All Night at Bally Spelling. 

Here all you ſee, both he and ſhe, 
No Lady keeps her Cell in: 

But all partake the Mirth we make, 
Who drink at Bally Spelling. 

My Rhymes are gone, I think I've none, 
Unleſs 1 ſhould bring Hell in; 

But ſince I'm here, to Heay'n ſo near, 


I can't at Bally Spelling. 
SONG VIII. The undetermin'd Swain, 


Prithee ſend m2 back my Heart, 
Since I cannot have thine ; 
or if from yours you will not part, 
Why then ſhould you keep mine ? 
Yet now I think on't, let it lye, 
To ſend it me were vain, 
For thou'ſt a Thief in either Eye, 
Will fteal it back again. 
SON G IX. The doubtful Lover. 
ELL me, my Delia, tell me why, 
My kindeſt fondeft Looks you fly? 
W 


t means that Frown upon thy Brow ? 
Have I offended? Tell me how. 


Some Change has happen'd in thy Heart ; 
Some Rival there has ftol'n a Part; 
Reaſon thoſe Fears might diſa 
But, oh ! I fear, becauſe I love. 


SONG X. The TOASTS. Tune, 
To you fair Ladies now at Land. 
toaſt the Fair of Britain's Iſle 
In Verſe I here intend : 

A4 


But if thoſe Fair refuſe to ſmile, 
My Labour's at an End; 
Tho' Bacchus and the Muſes join 


To help each Thought, inſpire each Line. 


With a fa, la, &c. 
But Shirley ſee, with manly Grace, 
Calls forth my trembling Muſe ! 
And kindly fays, with ſmiling Face, 
She'll not her Aid refuſe. 
Drink then to her whoſe Charms inſpire 
At once with Awe and foft Defire. 
With a fa, &c. 
To next, refiſtleſs Fair! 
2 Glaſs about: 
Thoſe Charms ſo bright and fatal are, 
That future Times will doubt, 


Which of the two have caus'd more Sighs, 


Or Marlbro's Sword, or Spenſer's Eyes? 
With a fa, &c. 
In this we Health to Darcy ſend, 
To Darcy young and gay; 
But ſee what Crowds her Steps attend, 
Their Homage due to pay. 
So fly the Bees, on eager Wing, 
Around the Prime of all the Spring. 
With a fa, &c. 
Here drink to Bertic s ſparkling Eyes, 
Ere to the Bridegroom's Arms 
She yields herſelf a willing Prize, 
With all her hidden Charms : 


Oh!] were thoſe Charms firſt giv n to me, 


As happy as a Prince I'd be. 
With a fa, &c. 
Let Wyrdbam next our Wine inſpire, 
raiſe each raviſh'd Senſe : 


More bleſt with Beauty than her Sire 
With manly Eloquence : 


Oh! could his Tongue charm like her Eyes, 
Ev'n Walpck's Self might yield the Prize. 


With a fa, &c. 


The NIGHTINGALE. 
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Now next at Wilkams' Shrine we bow, 
By youthful Beauty led; 
As wild as Hinds upon the Brow 
Of her own Mountains fed : 
As wanton and as wild as they, 
She too muſt Lover-like obey. 
With a fa, &c. 
Tho' you, O Manſel, laſt we toaſt, 
Be not to us ſevere ; 
When Flight or Danger's in the Poſt, 
Oft Honour's in the Rear : 
Phink then what Honour's giv'n to you, 
When manly Youths like us purſue. 
With a fa, &c. 


SON G xl. The Sailor's Complaint. 


and liften to my Ditty, 

All ye jolly Hearts of Gold : 

Lend a Brother Tarr your Pity, 
Who was once ſo ſtout and bold 2 

But the Arrows of blind Cup:d, 
Alas! have made me rue; 

Sure true Love was ne er fo treated, 
As I am by ſcornful Sur! 

When I landed firſt at Dover, 

She appear d a Goddeſs bright; 
From Foreign Parts but juſt come over, 
I was Struck with ſo fair a Sight: 

On the Shore pretty Sukie walked, 
Near to where our Frigate lay, 

And altho' ſo near the Landing, 
I, alas! wes caſt away. 

When firſt I hail'd my pretty Creature, 
The Delight of Land and Sea; 

No Man ever ſaw a ſweeter, 
I'd have kept her Company : 

I'd have fain made her my true Love, 
For better, or for wworſe ; 

But alas! I could not compaſs her, 

For to ſteer the the Marriage Courſe. 
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Once, no greater Joy and Pleaſure 
Could come into my Mind, 

Than to ſee the bold Defiance 
Sailing right before the Wind : 

O'er the white Waves as ſhe danced, 
And her Colours gaily flew ; 

But that was not half fo charming 
As the Trim of lovely Sue. 

On a rocky Coaſt I've driven, 
Where the ſtormy Winds do riſe ; 
Where the rowling mounting Billows 

Lift a Veſſel to the Skies: 
But from Land, or from the Ocean, 
Little Dread I ever knew, 
When compared to the Dangers 
In the Frowns of ſcornful Sze. 
Long I wonder'd, why my Jewel 
Had the Heart to uſe me ſo; 
Till 1 found by often Sounding, 
She'd another Love in Tow: 
So farewel, hard-hearted Sukie, 
I'll my Fortune ſeek at Sea, 
And try in a more friendly Latitude, 
Since in yours I cannot be. 


SONG XII. The Debtor's Welome. 
Toth y Place, 
o this poor, but merry 
Where no Bailiff, Dunn, nor Setter, 
Dare to ſhew his frightful Face ; 
But, kind Sir, as you're a Stranger, 
Down your Garniſb you muſt lay, 
Or your Coat will be in Danger, 
You muſt either ſtrip or pay. 
Ne'er repine at your Confinement, 
From your Children or your Wife, 
Wiſdom lyes in true Reſigument, 
Thro' the various Scenes of Life. 
Scorn to ſhew the leaſt Reſentment, 
Tho? beneath the Frowng of Fate, 
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Knaves and Beggars find 
Fears and Cares attend the Great. 
Thoꝰ our Creditors are ſpiteful, 
And reftrain our Bodies here, 
Uſe will make a Goal dclightful, 
Since there's nothing elie to fear. 
Ev'ry Iſland's but a Priſon, 
Strongly guarded by the Sea, 
Kings and Princes, for that Reaſcn, 
Pris'ners are as well as we. 
What was it made Great Alzxander 
Weep at his unfriendly Fate ? 
*T was becauſe he could not wander 
Beyond the World's ftrong Priſcn Gate. 
For the World is alſo bounded, 
By the Heav'as and Stars above, 
Why ſhould we then be confounded, 
Since there's nothing free but Love. 
SONG XIII. Sciciatta dal ſus nido 
in Rodelinda. 


My little Puncbinellb, 
My little dapper Fellow, 


Col. 


Punch, O no Columbino, 
I hear that Cariſthino, 
1 Queen- o 
? the King and 
Sets out for Dover. F 
Col. But I hope my Senefino 
Is no ſuch Rover ? 
Punch. O, no, your Seng 
Bes Nad Banff iss clean-0, 
Has, of Thouſands, made fiſteen-o, 
And lives in Clover. 
Cel. After Porpora or Handel, 


Col. Shall us go and ſee the Fun-o 
At Covent -Garden, 
One knows not where to fix-0, 
Till they let us in for Nix-o, 
That's Punch's Bargain. 
Moth. In Play-houſes, &c. 


SONG XIV. White Foatk. 


Hrice happy Li blooming Maid 
By no falſe Arts of Life betray d, 
n 
oys unmix'd with pini | 
Which prey upon the — Pas. 
When Evening comes, with artleſs Smile, 
Does all her pleaſing Toils beguile, 
With tripping o'er th'enamell'd Green. 
Clarinds fair, in Jewels dreſs'd, 
The Pride of Theatres confeſs'd, 
Still ſhines with irreſiſtleſe Mien: 
Tho' Muſick, Action, Words conſpire 
To wake her Soul to ſoft Deſire ; 
Delight like this will quickly cloy, 
And Lrazy take more perfect Joy 


When Lindamira, in the Dance, 
In ſprightly Air does ſwift advance, 


And graceful moves like Beauty*s Queen 


Tho“ Crowds of Beaux admiring gare, 
Nor ſick ning Prudes refuſe her Praiſe, 
_- flatter'd Belle's not half ſo bleſt, 
Lizzy's of more | 
bam. an Joys poſſeſt, 
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When Coquetilla Cards invite, 
To while away the ſocial Night, 
And baniſh far corroding Spleen ; 
Tho* Chance, indulgent to ber Will, 
Conveys, each circling Deal, . 
The Sweets of Gain are lefs d, 
And ſofter Tranſports ſooth the Mind, 

Of Lizzy when the trips the Green. 
Hail bliſsful Life which Lizzy leads! 
*Midft bubbling Springs and painted Meads, 

Juſt Emblem of the golden Mean ; 

A Life with faireſt Virtue grac d, 


Made doubly joyous, chearful, gay, 
When Lizzy crowns th indulgent Day, 
With tripping o'er th'enamell'sd Green. 


SONG XV. Tweed-Side. 


Eftrain'd from the Sight of my Dear, 
R No Object with Pleaſure I fee, 
Thouſands all round me appear, 
The World's but a Deſart to me; 
Ev'ry Morning her Charms to 
Se Abſence I'd gladly excuſe, = 
*Tis her Eyes that reftore me the Day, 
*Tis Night when their Luftre I loſe. 
In vain are the Verdures of Spring, 
The Fields dreft ſo bloomingly gay, 
The Birds that delightfully fing 
Delight not when Celia's away: 
Oh ! Fire the dear Nymph to my Arms, 
Arid the'Seafons unheeded may roll, 
Her Preſence like Midſummer warms, 
Her Abſence out-freezes the Pole. 
Reclin'd by ſoft murmuring Streams, 
I weeping diſburthen my Care; 
I tell to the Racks my fond Themes, 
Whoſe Echo' but ſooth my Deſpair : 
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Ye Streams that ſoft murmuring flow, 
Convey to my Love e'ery Tear; 
Ye Rocks that reſound with my Woe, 

Repeat my Complaints in her Ear. 
O tell her I languiſhing lie 


In the midſt of Life's vigorous Bloom, 
That tis only herſelf can ſupply 


The Cure that retrieves from the Tomb: 


And if the dear Charmer ſhall deign 
To equal my amorous Fire, 

That Moment will eaſe all my Pain, 
New Life and new Pleaſure inſpire. 


SONG XVI. Collin's Complaint 


NE Ev'ning the lovelieſt Pair 
That ever frequented the Plain, 

Bright Lydia, th'all-conquering Fair, 

And Damon the beautiful Swain, 
Sat down in a ſeſſamine Grove, 

Where a murmuring Rivulet ftray'd, 
When Damon, to kindle old Love, 

Thus ſoftly reproached the Maid. 


Dam. O Lydia ! while I was that he 
That ever was bleſt with your Charms, 
And never a Shepherd but me 
Claſp'd in that ſoft Circle your Arms 3 
Then Damon all chearful did fing, | 
And his Happineſs yielding to none, 
Deſpis'd all the Pomp of a King, 

And lighted a glittering Throne. 
Lyd. Falſe Damon ! the Virgin reply'd, 
Whilſt you true and conſtant did 
Conſuming whole Days by my Side, 
In Sighing and talking of Love; 
Whilſt Pbill:s's Beauty did yield 
To mine in your delicate Eye, 

No Qurzen was ſo happy as I. 
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Dam. Ah name not that beautiful Dame! 
She has totally raviſh d my Heart, 
Her Charms ſet me all in a Flame 
Which the fans with her muſical Art ; 
One Touch of that powerful Breath 
Wounds a Heart as it pierces an Ear; 
For her I would freely meet Death, 
Would the Powers my Goddeſs but ſpare. 


Lyd. Alexis, the bloomingeſt Youth 
That treads on the flowery Plains, 
With innocent Arts and pure Truth 
My Heart not unwilling detains : 
Still burning with mutual Defire, 
Unbroken Delights we enjoy, 
Far oft'ner than once I'd expire 
To ſave the adorable Boy. 
Dam. But now if my Heart ſhould return 
To the Duty it owes thee again; 
Leave Phillis to ſorrow and mourn, 
A Conqueſt ſhe could not maintain : 
If humbly thy Pardon he'll crave, 
And ſigh when he thinks on the Time 
He lighted thy Love, wilt thou leave 
Thy Damon to die for his Crime ? 
Lyd. Ah! no, tho' Alexis the Fair 
His Charms like a Planet diſplays, 
And thou art unconſtant as Air, 
And wrathful as bellowing Seas : 
Yet with thee a long Series of Years 
Like a Minute of Joy I'd conſume, 
And at Death, not lament thee with Tears, 
But lay myſelf down in thy Tomb. 


SONG XVII. Polwarth oz the Green. 
Strepb. Ave yu not ſeen the Morning 
Peep over yonder Hill ? 


Then you have ſeen my Chloe's Charms, 
At beſt, but painted ill. 
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Col. Have you not ſeen a Butterfly 
With Colours bright and gay, 
Then you have ſeen a Thing leſs fine 
Than Melly cloath'd in grey. 
Streph. The Roſe, you'll fay, of all the Fich, 
boaſt the lovelieſt Hue, 
But to compare with Chle*s Cheeks 
It wants the Lily too. 
As I fat by her on the Plain, 
And talk'd the Hours away, 
She breath'd ſo ſweet, I thought myſelf 
In Fields of new-mow'd Hay. 
Col. Not the ſweet Breath that breathes from Cow 
With Molly's can compare, 
And when the fings, the liſt' ning Flocks 
Stand filent round to hear. 
She ſaid, as we were walking once 
Along the ſhady Grove, 
There's none but Colin Molly loves, 
And will for ever love. 
Streph. Believe not, Friend, a Woman's Word, 
Or you are much to blame ; 
For t'other Night behind the Elms 
She ſwore to me the ſame. 
Col. Vet Ill believe your Che s Word, 
As on my Breaft ſhe hid, 
6 This Ser, is ſo dull a Clown, 


« Hell think me ftill a Maid.“ 
SONG XVIII. 4, old Venn 
£cloathed in Grey. 


Hro' all the Conditions of Life, 

We each of us. other, 
The Huſband he plunders his Wife, 
The Siſter the plunders ber Brother; 

The Guardian he plunders his Ward, 
The Lawyer his Client he ſame ; 

The Thief plunders all, "till à Cord 
Put; an End to his Rpine and Shame. 
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SONG XIX. 7 am 4 jolly Toper. 


all Occupations 
A Toper's far the beſt, 
For when the World's Affairs run croſs 
Good Liquor gives him Reft. 
And a toping we will go, will go, oil go, 
And a toping we will go. 
Here's to thee, honeſt Fact, my Boy, 
This Wine will chear our Heart ; 
And if the Bottle's almoſt our, 
We'll call for t'other Quart. 
And a toping, &c. 
What tho? your ſober Sneakers 
Call joily Topers Swine ; 
Becauſe they wallow in the Dirt, 
And we do ſwim in Wine : 
And a toping, &c. 
The Muſick that delights us moft, 
Is when the Bar-bell rings ; 
For when the Wine's got in our Head: 
We fancy that we're Kings. 
And a toping, c. 
Good Liquor drives away all Cares 
Which do perplex Men's Lives; 
For when we've drank our Courage up, 
We fear no ſcolding Wives, 
Aud a toping, &c. 
Well drink at Morn, at Noon, at Night, 
The Glaſs ſhall fill go round: 
And when we cannot fit upright, 
We'll drink upon the Ground. 
And a toping, &c. 


Aud a toping, &c. 
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The Lover lives by Czlia's Smiles, 
And if the frowns he dies ; 

5 1 

o jolly drinking : 

bt py Arm &c. 

Let Miſers heap up ſordid Gold, 
To pleaſe their greedy Souls ; 

We value not their Maſs of Dirt, 
Give us but flowing Bowls. 
And 'a toping, &c. 

Let Whigs and Tories plague their Heads 
To ſettle State Affairs, 

We'll drink and ne'er regard their Noiſe, 
If we live a thouſand Years. 
But « pi, &c. 


SONG XX. Orer the Hills and fi 
away. | 
Ocrrsz met with Fey fair 
Aft by the Dawning of the Day; 
But Ju now L. * Care, 
Since w his Heart away: 
Altho” * to be true, 
She proven has alake ! unkind, 
Which gars poor Jockie aften rue, 
Fr dds be Mind. 
it's o'er ils and far away 
It's o'er the Hills and 5 . 
I's o'er the Hills and far avvay, 
The Wind hat blown my Plaid away. 
Now TFockie was a bonny Lad, 
As e'er was born in Scocland fair 3 x 
But now, poor Man, hes cen gane wood, 


ng Fork ra Pipers 
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He ſung—when firſt my Jewy's Face 


7 ſaw, ſhe ſeem'd ſo fu' of Grace, 
Wi: h meikle Tov my Heart was fill'd, 
That's now, alas! with Sorrow kilFd ; 
Oh! was ſhe but as true as fair, 
Tad put an End to my Deſpair. 

Inu cad of that, the is unkind, 

And wavers like the Winter Wine. 
Ard er the Hills, &c. 

Ah! cou'd ſh find the diſmal War, 
That fer her Sake I undergae, 

She coudna chuſe but grant Relief, 
And put an End toa' my Grief; 

But oh! the is as fauſe as fair, 

Which cauſes a' my Sighs and Care ; 
But the triumphs in proud Diſdain, 
And takes a Pleaſure in my Pain. 


| And it's ver the Hills, &c. 


Hard was my Hap to fa* in Love 

With ane that does fac faithleſs prove 3 
Hard was my Fate to court a Maid, 
That has my conſtant Heart betray d: 
A Thouſand Times to me the ſware, 
She wou d be true for evermair ;z 

But to my Grief, alake! I ſay, 

She ſtaw my Heart, and ran away. 
And it's er the Hill, &c. + 

Since that ſhe will nae Pity take, 

1 maun gae wander for her Sake, 

And in ilk Wood and gloomy Grove, . 
Fl fighing fing adieu to Love; 
Since the is fauſe whom I adore, 

I'll never truſt a Woman more; 

Fra' a their Charms I'll flee away, 

And on my Pipe I'll fweetly play, 
O'er Hills and Dales, and far away, 
Out o' er the Hilk, — away, 
Out ver the Hills, far away, 

The Wind bas blawn my Plaid away. 
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SONG xxl. Johnnie Hay's, &c. 


Y ſmooth winding Tay 
A Swain was reclining , 
Aft cry'd he, oh hey! 
Maun I ſtill live pining 
My fell thus away, 
And dare na” diſcover 
To my bonny Hay, 
That I am h-r Lover. 
Nae mair it will hide, 
The Flame waxes ſtranger, 
If ſhe's not my Bride, 
My Days are nae langer: 
Then Ill take a Heart, 
And try at a Venture, 
May be, ere we part, 
My Vows may content her. 
She's freſh as the Spring, 
And ſweet as Aurora, 
When Birds mount and ſing, 
Bidding Day a good Morrow. 
The Sward of the Mead, 
Enamell'd with Daifies, 
Looks wither'd and dead, 
When twin'd of her Graces, 
But if ſhe appear, 
Where Verdures invite her, 
The Fountain runs clear, 
And Flow'rs ſmell the ſweeter : 
"Tis Heav'n to be by, 
When her Wit is flowing, 
Her Smiles and bright Eye 
Set my Spirits a glowing. 
The mair that I gaze, 
The deeper I'm wounded, 
Struck dumb with Amaze, 
My Mind is confounded ; 
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I'm all in a Fire, 
Dear Maid, to careſs thee, 
For a' my Deſire 
Is Hey 's bonny Laſſie. 
SONG XXII. Come let us prepare. 


HE Macedon Youth 
Left behind him this Truth, 
nothing is done with much thinking ; 
He drunk, and he fought, | 
Till he had what he fought, 
The World was his own by good drinking. 
He drench'd his brave Soul 
In a plentiful Bowl, 
And caſt away Trouble and Sorrow 
His Head never run 
Of what was to be done, 
For he car'd not to Day, for to Morrow, 


SONG XXIII. Sweet are the Charms ,&c, 


HY ſhould we that Ambition call, 
To get at Court a ſervile Place, 
W here to pleaſe one we flatter all, 

And muſt gain Honour by Diſgrace ; 
Where, for our Pleaſure and our Eaſe, 
We ſuffer Pain and Wearineſs ? 

Where all Things we muſt fay, or do, 

Which fartheſt are from Mind, or Heart; 
Still thoſe who run from us purſue, 

And to gain Truſt, with Virtue part: 
Where we (ourſelves more high to raiſe) 
Our Faith and Honour muſt debaſe. 
Where we muſt ſay as great Fools ſay, 

Do what great Knaves will have us do, 
That we for Wits with Coxcombs may, 

With Fools for Politicians go; 

To gain Court-favour there and Praiſe, 
With all the World belides Difgrace, 
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Where we muſt flatter him we hate, 
Or, what is worſe, him we deſpiſe; 
To broken Slumbers lie down late, 
And early to proud Levees riſe, 
Muſt paſs our Youth in real Pain, 
For Eaſe in Age to hope in vain. 
Where we muſt change Day into Night, 
Night into Day, at others Will ; 
Moſt take Diſguſts to give Delight, 
And ſlight good Men to honour ill ; 
Make many Foes, nay be our own, 
To gain a Friend where there is none. 


1 „ 


SONG XXIV. Was ever Nymph, &c. 


AS ever Nymph like R-ſamond, 
So fair, fo faithful, and fo fond ? 
Acorn'd with ev'ry Charm and Grace; 
Fm all Defire, 
My Heart's on Fire, 
And leaps and ſprings to her Embrace. 


Da Capo. 
SONG XXV. Blow on ye Winds. 


Low on ye Winds, defcend ſoft Rains 
To ſooth my tender Grief ; 

our ſolemn Mufick lulls my Pains, 

And gives mee ſhort Relief. 

In fome lene Corner would I fit 
Retir'd fram human Kind ; 

Since Mirth, nor how, _—_—_— 
Can pleaſe my anxious Mi 

The Sun, which makes all Nature gay, 
Torments my weary Eyes ; 

And in dark Shades I ſpend the Day, 
Where Echo ſleeping lies. 

The fparkling Stars which 
And glitt'ring deck the Ni 

Are all ſuch cruel Foes of mine, 
J ficken at their Sight, 
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SONG XXVI. Not this blnoming, &c, 


OT this. blooming April Seaſon 
Can relieve my aching Heart; 
Spite of all the Force of Reaſon, 
Still I act a frantick Part: 
As the Canker eats the Roies, 
And the ſpringing Green deſtroys, 
So Deſpair my Reſt oppoſes, 
Ard conſumes my riſing Joys. 

Ev'ry Valley, Field and Mountain, 
Floe*ry Plain and verdant Grove, 
Warbling Bird and ſparkling Fountain, 

Minds me of my luckleſs Love: 
When the Cowſlip I diſcover, 

Springing o'er the Primroſe fair, 
Tie (I figh) my gentle Lover! 

Would have cropp'd to deck my Hair. 
If I ſadly fit reflecting 

By ſome bloomy Hawthorn Tree; 
All my Sorrows recollecting, 

Love, I cry, reſembles thee: 


Ne all flow'ry can appear, 


To conceal his poiſon'd Dart; 
But che Wre:ch that truſts him near, 
Graſps a Thorn, and wounds the Heart. 


SONG XXVII. Greezwood Tree. 


The pleaſing Paſſion Love, 
All Senſe o:t-grown of Joys and Pain, 
By thoughtleſs Spleen they move: 

Ill Nature fits in Judgment's Place, 
When Love like mine they blame ; 
Who can the glowing Heart but praiſe, 


When Merit makes the Elame ? 


Like them, but ſway'd by Reaſon's Rule, 
Am z, I clew ths Weak, 
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Who Learning love in Folly's School, 
Miftake the Bliis they ſeek : 

Too oft, alas! the Face that's fair, 
With feign'd good Humour gay, 

Conceals the Soul. that's infincere, 
And clouds the promis d Day. 

To her my Heart its Homage owes, 
On true Deſert intent; 


Vw hoſe Senſe of Nature's Bleſſing goes 


No farther than Content : 
duch Beauty Time itſelf ſhall fpare, 
Or what that Loſs ſupplies ; 
V.rtue ſhall make her Reaſon's Care, 
And charm the Lover's Eyes. 


Her Face impetfect Conqueſt made, 
And coulu but greatly charm ; 

Her Mind the ſubtile Fire convey's, 
With which my Scul is warm : 

Then guiltleſs, let me hope the Fane 
May reach at laſt ſo far, 


To catch the Cauſe from whence it came, 


And bleſs a faithful Pair. 


SONG XXVIIL. 7 am a jolly 


F all our fond Diverſions, 
A Hunter is the beſt, 
In ſpite cf Wars and Party Jars, 
That Sport has ſtood the Teſt. 
And « bunting we wwill go, c-. 
Of Nimrod, and of Eſas, 
What gallant Feats they tell! 
On Foot they follow'd hunting, 
They lov'd the Sport fo well. 
O hadſt thou, brave A&wom, 
But minded more thy Game, 
Thou ne er hadſt paid ſo dearly, 
For peeping | X. That ſame. 
Herſelf, Diana, Goddeſs, 
The Pride of femals Race, 


Toper. 
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Preferr*d to am*rous fooling 

The Pleaſures of the Chaſe. And, &c. 
Orion, fooliſh Hunter, 

Lur'd by a Petticoat, 

In the mid Chaſe he loiter'd, | 

And ſo his Fate he got. And, &c. 
But after his Diſaſter, 

He's made a heav'nly Sign, 

That he at leaſt may view K | 

He can no longer join. Ard, &c. 
And hence it is we Hunters 

Ne'er break or Leg or Arm 
For this our fellow Sportſman 

Protects us all from Harm. And, &c. 
Had Dido not lov'd hunt ing, 

The am'rous Trojan brave 
Her Highneſs ne er had ſolac d, 

In Juno's friendly Cave. And, &c. 
Euripides, had hunting 

Been lov'd but like thy Books, 

The Hounds had not devour d thee, 

They know a Sportſman's Looks. And, &e. 
If Friend, you're call'd a hunting, 

Throw all your Books afide, 

(The “ Poet thus adviſes) s. IV. v. 174. 

And mount your Horſe and ride, And, &c. 
Briſk Action cures the Vapours, 

Th' Effect of lazy Sloth, 

And Muſick makes us chearful, 

So Hunting's good for both. Aud, &c, 
The Sport of Hunting renders 

Our Days ſo ſweet and long, 

It makes us better reliſh - 

Our Glafſes and a Song. And, &. 
Our Laws prohibit hunting | 
To the Plebeian Race, 

Nor is it meet the Vulgar 


Should Royal Sport dbaſe 
3 


. 
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The Britiſh Kings are Hunters, 
And frequent in the Chaſe, 
They fear no more than we do, 


A Weather-beaten Face. And, &c, 


Then fill a ſparkling Bumper 
I'll take it off with glee, 

To all our Brother Hunters, 
In Courſe his Majeſty. 


Ard a bunting woe will go, &c. 


SONG XXIX. On & Bank of, &c. 


3 Lover 2 his Miſtreſs gain, 
at Joys his Soul ? 
The Mem'ry of * — 
Augments his Happineſs: 
T' enjoy the Fair then ftrait he flies, 
No Danger can the Vouth * 
With a fal, lal, lal, la, la, &c. 
Till in her he dies. 


SONG XXX. V. Chloe's, &c. 


Hen Chloe's Picture was to Chloe ſhown, 
„ 2 pay ann 
Where Hogarth pitying Nature kindly made 
Such Lips, fuck Eyes, as Chloe never had. 
Ye Gods, ſhe cries, in Extaſy of Heart, 
How near can Nature be exprefs'd by Art! 
Well, it is wond'rous like ! Nay, let me die, 
The very pouting Lip — the killing Eye. 
Blunt and ſevere as M in the 


The Canvaſs painted is, and fo are you, 


SONG XXXI. Of. all the Girh 


that are ſo ſmart. 
Others, thro* too much Pride or Love, 
Ne er fail of Jaclination, 


Play, 
"= Madam, do ? 
ns pn cn Ne | 


To 
: 
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To breed their Children far above 
The Level of their Statjon. 
The Farmer to the Dancing-School 
ec. Muſt ſend pay dv ==> . 
ö To d what d give the F 
f 2 her well hereafter. — 
So when the Wench by am rous Sighs 
Declares ſhe“s ripe and ready, 
In Minuet and in Boree lies 
ä The Fortune of my Lady. 
x Thus bred, the wanton clumſy Laſe 
in, A working Life deſpiſes, 
And rather chuſing to be baſe, 
She falls before the riſes. 


When if the Hoyden had been bred 
To th' Ladle and the Needle, 

She would not then have been miſled, 
To ogle, kiſs, and wheedle. 

Wherefore thoſe Parents act awry, 
And in the main deceive em, 

Who breed their Children proudly high, 
Yet little have to give em. 


SONG XXXII. Come chear up, &c. 
Ome, chear up your Hearts, 
And let there no Liquor be lacking, 
We have Money in Store, 
And intend for to roar, 
Until we have ſent it all packing : 
Then Drawer make haſte, 
77 4 And let no Time waſte, | 
| But give ev'ry Man bis Due; 
To avoid all Trouble, 
Go fill the Pot double, 
11 | Since be, that made Ons, made Toe. 
Since he, that mad: One, made Two. 8 


Come drink, my Hearts, drink, 
And call for Wine. 


oe” 
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Tie that makes a Man to ſpeak tru 
What Sot can refrain, 7 
Or daily complain, 

That he, in his Drink, is unruly ? 
Then drink and be civil, 

Intending no Evil, 

If that you'll be ruled by me; 
For Claret and Sack 
We never will lack, 

Since be, that made Two, made Three, 

Since be, &c. 
The old Cu 
Sits all the Day drudging 

At home, with brown Bread and fmall Beer; 
With ſcraping damn'd Pelf, 

He ſtarveth himſelf, 
Scarce eats a good Meal ina Year; 

But we'll not do fo, 

Howe'er the World go, 
Since that we have Money in Store ; 

For Claret and Sack 

We never will lack, ; 
Since be, that made Three, made Four. | Sr 
Since be, &c. MW 


your 
D'ye think I'll leave = th' Lurch? 
y Reck'ning I'll pay 
Ere I go away, 
Or hang me as high as Paul's Church, 
Tho' ſome Men will ſay, 
This is not the Way 
For us in this World to thrive ; 
Tia no Matter for that, 
Let us have t'other Quart, 
Since be, that made eur, made Five. 
Since be, &c. 
A Pox of old Charon, 
His Brains ars all barren, 
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His Liquor (like Coffee) is dry 3 
But we are for Wine, 

'Tis Drink more divine, 

Without it we periſh and die : 
Then troll it about, 

Until tis all out, | 

We'll affront him in ſpite of his Styx 
If he grudges his Ferry, 

We'll drink and be merry, 
Since be, that made Five, made Six. 
Since be, &c. 

But now the Time's come 

That we all muſt go heme, 

Our Liquor's all gone, that's for certain; 
Which makes me repine | 
That a God ſo Divine 

Won't give us one Cup at our parting, 
But fince all is paid, 

Let's not be diſmay d, 

But fly to great Bacchus in Heaven ; 
And chide him becauſe 
He made no better Laws, 

Since be, that made Six, made Seven, 

Since be, &c. 


SONG XXXIIT. My Goddeſs Celia, 


heavenly Fair. 

Hen Sylvia ftrikes the trembling Strings, 

She charms with Melody divine; 
But if a melting Air the fings, 

In Concert all the Muſes join. 
The youthful, wanton, little Loves 4 

Around the beauteous Charmer fly ; 
And ev'ry Way the Virgin moves, 

She makes us love, and bids us die. 
The Graces preſs above the Fair, 

Where Youth and blooming Glories reign ; 
And, while her Voice employs the Ear, 

Her Eyes provoke an am'rous Pain. 
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How ſhall I mitigate my Woes ? 

O! where enjoy the wiſh'd Redreſs ? 
A Stranger to all ſoft » 
With her in Symphony we go ; 

We ſoar, Sr ail ſhe iſe high : 
And to ſoft Cadence finking low 

Intent the Faculties apply. 


Jtahan Songs are wont to pleaſe, 

Tho' ſenſeleſs Words join Harmony: 
But ev ry one to this agrees, 

Both Senſe and Muſick meet in thee. 


SONG XXXIV. Chioe, oben J. &c. 


Hroe, when I view thee ſmiling, 
Joys celeſtial round me move, 
Pleafing V ifions Care beguiling, 
Guard my State, and crown my Love. 
To behold thee gaily Shining, 
Is a Pleaſure paſt defining, 
Ev*ry Feature ** my Sight; 
But, O Heav'ns! when I'm 
Thrilling Raptures never cea A 
Fill my Soul with ſoft Delight. 
Oh! thou lovely deareſt Creature ! 
Sweet Enſla ver of my Heart; 
Beauteous Maſter-piece of Nature, 
Cauſe of all my Joy and Smart! 
In thy Arms enfolded lay me, 
To diſſolving Bliſs convey me, 
Softly ſooth my Soul to reſt ; 
Gently, kindly, oh my Treafure ! 
Bleſs me, let me dic with 
On thy panting ſnowy Breaft. 


SONG XXXV. Vin me ſome oft ant | 


cooling Bree xs. 


EE ! in the _limpid floating 
8 How bright Auralia — 
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So Lilies, in a Cryftal Caſe, 
Receive a Gloſs, and Jook more fair. 
She like the Orient Morning ſhows, 
4 When lifting o'er the Waves her Head 5 
Or Venus, when the Goddeſs roſe, 
And firſt for ſook her wat ry Bed. 
Take heed, ah! lovely Maid, take heed, 
Leſt in the Mirrour thou wou'dft ſpy 
Thy blooming Charms, and for them bleed, 
Narciſſus - hke, and for them die. 
For who, unmov'd, can view that Breaft ! 
That Shape! that Face ] thoſe matchleſ- 
Charms 
cc. I find my Soul with Love poſſeſ d, 
And raging Fire my Boſom warms. 
Oh! that ſhe was by me entwin d, 
Where now the wat*ry Circles run; 
Till we, like Salamacit, join'd, 
Our Bodies blended both in one. 
Plunge in the Font, ye old and weak, 
"Twill kindle Life, and Youth reſtore ; 
And, like the Stygian Current, make 
Your Limbs as vig'rous as before. 


SONG XXXVI. Help me each, &c. 
Elp me, each harmonious Grove, 
H Gently whiſper all ye Trees, 
une each warbling Throat to Love, 
And cool each Mead with ſofteſt Breeze 3 
Breathe ſweet Odours, ev'ry Flow'r, 
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Tell, ah! tell the blooming Fair, 
That Colin dies, if ſhe diſdains. 


SONG XXXVII. There liv'd lon 
ago in a Country Place. 


Hen I viſit Celia juſt come from 
=— juſt my 


She tells me I'm fluſter'd, and look like an Aſs ; 

When I mean of my Paſſion to put her in Mind, 

—_— leave Drinking, or ſhe'll never be 
ind. 


That * charmingly handſome I very well 
now, 
And ſo is my Bottle, each Brimmer ſo too; 
And to _ my Soul's Joy; Oh! tis Nonſeni: 
to 
Let her go to the Devil, bring t'other full Flaſk. 


Had the tax d me with Gaming, and bade me 
forbear 


*Tiz a thouſand :0 enc I hed lent her an Ear. 

Had ſhe found ou my Chlorit, up three Pair of 
Stairs, 

I had baulk'd her, and gone to St. James s to 
Pray rs. 

Had ſhe bade me read Homilies three Times a 
Day, 

She perhaps had been humour d with little to ſay; 

But at Night to deny me my Flaſk of dear Red, 

Let her go to the Devil, there's no more to be ſaid, 


SONG XXX VIII. Come to my Aru, &c. 


Ga Treaſure, 
ithout thy bh op | = Sad 


Muſt languiſh, fade and die. 

In vain is all Refiftance, 

When arm' d with thy 
What fair One can deny? 
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Then fill around the Glaſſes, 
And thus we'll drink and chant, 
My all the dear kind Laſſes 
Have all they wiſh or want. | 
Da Caps. 
SONG XXXIX. Co/d and raw. 
Old and raw the North did blow, 
Bicak in the Morning early, 
All the Trees were hid with Snow, 
Cover'4 with Winter yearly ; 
As 1 was riding o'er the Slough, 
I met with a Farmer's Daughter; 
Her ruſy Checks and bonny Brow, 
Gocd Faith my Mouth did water. 
Down I veil'd my Bonnet low, 
Meaning to ſhew my Breeding, 
She return'd a graceful Bow, 
Her Viſage far exceeding : 
I aſk'd her where the was going ſo ſoon, 
And long' d to hold a Parley ; 
She told me to the next Market-town, 
On purpoſe to ſell her Barley. 


In this Purſe, ſweet Soul faid I, 
Twenty Pounds lies fairly; 
Seele no further one to buy, 


If Forty Pounds would buy the Globe, 
This Thing I would not do, Sir; 

Or were my Friends as poor as Fob, 
I'd never raiſe them fo, Sir: 

For ſhou'd you prove one Night my Friend, 
We's get a young Kid together, 

And you'd be gone ere nine Months End, 
Then where ſhould I find the Father ? 
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Then as ſwift as any Roe 
She rode away and left me, 
After her I could not go, 
Of Joy the quite bereft me ; 
Thus I myſelf did diſappoint, 
For ſhe did leave me fairly, 
One Word knock d all Things out of Joint, 
I loſt both Maid and Barley. 
Riding down a narrow Lane, 
Some two or three Hours after, 
There I chanc'd to meet again 
This Farmer's bonny Daughter : 
Altho' it was both raw and cold, 
I ftay'd to hold a Parley, 
And ſhew d once more my Purſe of Gold, 


Love, faid I, pray do not frown, 
But let us change Embraces, 

I'll buy thee a fine filken Gown, 
With Ribbons, Gloves, and Laces ; 

A Ring and Bodkin, Muff and Fan, 
No Lady ſhall have neater ; 
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For, as I am an honeſt Man, 
I ne'er ſaw a ſweeter Creature. 
Then I took her by the Hand, 
And ſaid, my deareſt Jewel, 
Why ſhould'ſ thou thus diſputing Rand, 
I prithee be not cruel. | 
She found my Mind was fully bent, 
To pleaſe my fond Defire, 
Therefore ſhe ſeemed to cunſent, 
But I wiſh I had ne'er come nigh her. 
Sir, fa'd ſhe, what ſhall I do, 
If I commit this Evil, f 
And yield myſelf in Love with you, 
I hope you will prove civil ? 
* You talk of Ribbons, Gloves, and Rings, 
And likewiſe Gold and Treaſure ; 
Oh, let me firſt enjoy thoſe Things, - 
And then you ſhall have your Pleaſure. 
Sure thy Will ſhall be obey d, 
Said I, my own dear Honey, 
Then into her Lap I quickly laid 
Full Forty Pounds in Money; 
We'll to the Market-Town this Day, 
ö And ftraightway end this Quarrel ; 
And deck thee like a Lady gay, 
In flouriſhing rich Apparel. 
All my Gold and Silver there 
To her I did deliver ; 
On the Road we did repair, 
Out-coming to a River; 
Whoſe Waters are both deep and wide, 
Such Rivers I ne'er fee many; 
She leap'd her Mare on th other Side, 
And left me not one Penny. 
Then:my Heart was funk full low, 
With Grief and Care ſurrounded, 
' After her I could not go, 
Fer Fear of being drowned: 
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She turn d about, and faid, behold 
I'm not for your Devotion; 
But, Sir, I thank you for your Gold, 
"Twill ſerve t'enlarge my Portion. 
I began to ſtamp and ſtare, 
To fee what the had afted ; 
With my Hands I tore my Hair, 
Like one that was diſtracted. 
Give me my Money then, I cry'd, 
Good Faith, I did but lend it ; 
But ſhe full faſt away did ride, 
And vow d ſhe did not intend it. 


SONG XL. A: Fidlers and Arc) 
ers, &c. 
HE Laſs that would know how to manage 
a Man, 
Let her liſten and learn it from me, 
His Courage to quell, or his Heart to trapan, 
As the Time and Occafion agree. 

The Girl that has Beauty, tho' ſmall be her Wit, 
May wheedle the Clown, or the Beau; 
The Rake may repel, or may draw in the Cit, 

By the Uſe of that pretty Word, No. 
When powder'd Toupees around are in Chat, 
Each ſtriving his Paſſion to ſhow ; | 
With kiſs me, and love me my Dear, and all that, 
Let her Anſwer to all be, O no. 

When a Doſe is contriv'd to lay Virtue aſleep, 
A Preſent, a Treat, or a Ball; 

She till muſt refuſe, if her Empire ſhe Il keep, 
And No be her Anſwer toall. 

But when Mr. Dapperwit offers his Hand, 
Her Partner in Wedlock to go 

A Horſe, and a Coach, and a Jointure in Land, 
She's an Idiot, if then ſhe ſays No. 

But if ſhe's attack'd by a Youth full of Charms, 
Whoſe Courtſhip proclaims him a Man j 


IR” WY > \ Fn 


Ircl. 
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When peuls'd to bis Baſie, and clufp% in bis 
rms, 
Then let her ſay No, if ſhe can. 


SONG XLI. 0 London is, &c. 
N ancient Days I've heard, with Horns 
The Wife her Spouſe could fright ; 

hich now the Hero bravely ſcorns, 
So coramon is the Sight. 

To City, Country, Camp, or Court, 
Or whcreſoe'er he go, 

No hcrned Brother dares make 
They're Cuckolds xl a-row. 


SONG XIII. Come from the, &c. 
Ome from the Groves, each Goddefs, 


Tune up your ſweet Hautboys, 
C to the Voice of Mulick 


Make an harmonious Noiſe; 
Sing her for whom I languiſh, 

Tune charming Song approve ; 
Sing on till Fove grow jealous, 

And envy me my Love. 
Flora, thou charming Goddeſs, 

In all thy Bloom appear, 
Put on again freſh Garlands, 

Begin once more the Year. 
Join thyſeif to Pomora, 

With Flow'rs adorn the Ground ; 
Let Spring remain for ever, 


Wich Youth and Beauty crown d. 


Loet little Birds, thro* Meadewa, 


All tune their warbling Throats, 
While bubbling Water echo's 
The Muſick of their Notes. 
Sing her for whom I languiſh, 
The charming Song approve 3 
Sing on, till Fowe grow 
And envy me my _ 
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SONG XLIII. The Man, that is, &c. 
6 Man, that is drunk, is void of all 


Care ; 

needs neither Parthian Quiver, nor Spear: 
The Meor's poiſon'd Dart he ſcorns for to wield, 
His Bottle alone is his Weapon and Shield. 
Undaunted he goes among Bullies and Whores, 
Demoliſhes Windows, and breaks open Doors; 
He revels all Night, is afraid of no Evil, 
And boldly defies both Proctor and Devil. 


As late I rode out with my Skin full of Wine, 
Encumbered neither with Care, nor with Coin, 
I bu:diy confronted a horrible Dun, 

Aifrighted, as ſoon as he ſaw mc, he run. 


No Monſter cou'd put you to half fo much Fear, 


| Should he in Apulia's Foreſt appear 


In Africa's Deſart there never was teen 
A Mcuftcr ſo hated by Gods and by Men. 


Come place me, ye Deities, under the Line, 


Where grows not a Tree, nor a Plant, but the 
Vine; 

O'er hot-burning Sands T'l] ſwelter and ſweat, 
Bare-footed, with nothing to keep off the Heat. 
Or place me where Sun-ſhine is ne er to be found, 
Where the Earth is with Winter eternally bound 
Ev*n there I wou'd nought but my Bottle require, 
My Bottle ſhou'd warm me, and fill me with Fire, 
My Tutor may job me, and lay me down Rules, 
Who minds *em but damn'd philoſophical Fools. 
For when I am old, and can no more drink, 

Tis Time enough then for to fit down and think, 


*T was thus Al:xander was tutor'd in vain, 

For he thought Ariſtatle an Aſs for his Pain; 

His Sorruws he us'd in full Bumpers to drown, 

And _ he was drunk, then the World was 
is OWN. 


This World is a Tavern with Liquor well ſtord, 


And into't I came to be drunk as a Lord 
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My Life is the Reck'ning, which freely I pay, 
And when I'm d:ad-drunk, then III ftagger away, 


SONG XLIV. Of all the, &c. 


F all the World's Enjoyments 
Tha: ever valu'd were, 
T!.-r2*s none of our Employments 
With 7...ng can compare: 
Some preach, ſome write, 
Some 1weer, ſome fight, 
A“ golden Lucre courting , 
But Fiſhing ſtill 
Brars off the Bell, 
ror Profit, or for Sporting. 
Ten che a jally Fiſherman, a Fiſherman ww:uld be, 
Ilia Toroat muſt guet, 
Zult tice brs Net, 
T7 der cut Cold at Sca. 
he Country Squire loves running 
A Pack e: well-mouth'd Hounds; 
{.nouther fancies Gunning 
For Wild-ducks in his Grounds ; 
This hunts, that fowls, 
This kawks, Dick bowl, 
No greater Pleaſure wiſhing ; 
But To», that tells 
What Sport excells, 
Gires all the Praiſe to Fiſhing. 
Ten ubs, &c. 
A good Meſplalia Gammen 
Is counted dainty Fare; 
But what is that to Salmon 
Juſt taken from the Ware? 
Wheat-ears and Quails, 
Cocks, Snipes, and Rails, 
Are priz'd while Seaſon's laſting z 
But all muſt ſtoop 
To Craw-fiſh Soop, 
Or I've no Skill in taſting. 
Then who, Kc. g 
VA 
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Keen Hunters always take too 
Their Prey with too much Pains ; 
Nay, often break a Neck too, 
A Penance for no Brains : 
They run, they leap, 
Now high, now deep; 
Whilſt he that Fiſhing chuſes, 
With Eaſe may do't, 
Nay more to bcot, 
May entertain the Muſes. 
Tien who, &c. 
And tho' ſome envious Wrangler, 
To jeer us will make bold, 
And laugh at patient Anglers, 
Who ftand ſo long i th' Cold: 
They wait on Mis, 
We wait on this, 
And think it eaſy Labour; 
And if you'd know 
Fiſh Profits too, 
Conſult our Holland Neighbour. 
Then zue, &c. 


SONG XLV. hen mighty, &c. 


Hen humming Brown Beer was the 
Engliſaman's Taſte, 
Our * were merry, our Daughters were 
C * 
Their Breath fmelt like Roſes whenever embrac'd 
Oh! the Brown Beer of Old England, 
And Old Engliſh Brown Beer. 
Ere Coffee and Tea found its Way to the Town, 
Our Anceftors they by their Fires ſat down, 
Their Bread it was White, and their Beer it was 
Brown, 
Ob ! the Brown Beer, &c. 
Our Heroes of old, of whoſe Conqueſts we boaſt, 
Could make a good Meal of à Pot and a Toaſt ? 


Oh, did we ſo now, we ſhould ſoon rule the Rooſt! 


0b! the Brown Bar, æc. 


1 
\ 
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When the great Spari/p Fleet on our Coaſt did 


appear, * 
Our Sailors each one drank 6 Torum cf Beer, 
And ſent them away with a Flea in their Ear. 
Ob ! the Brewer: Beer, &c. 


Our Clergymen then tcok 2 Cup of good Beer, 
Ere they mounted the Roſtrum, their Spirits to 
cheer; 
Then bs againſt Vice, tho* Courtiers were 
near. 
Ob ! the Brcwon Becr, &c. 


Their Doctr: nes then were authentick and bole, 
Well greunded en Scripture, and Fathers of old ; : 


But now they preach nothing but what they are 
told. 


Ob ! the Brown Beer, &c. 


For fince the Geneva and ſtrong Ratafee, 

They are dwindl'd to nothirg, but ftay — let 
me ſee ; 

Faith nothing A all but meer Fiddle- de · dee. 

0b ! the Brown Beer, &c, 


_—_ XLVI. A. Sparks fly, &c. 


of 1 fly upwards, Man is born 
Sorrow and to Trouble; 
de that takes to him a Wife, 
boch make his Burthen double 3 
For Women we have always found, 
In Strife and Miſchief to abound. 
05 Man they rale a Bubble, 
n, &c. 
Ok! Jab he wie a potient Man, 
He liv'd! in Fite ci the Devil; 
Tho' Gocds and Chattles all were lo, 
Yet Jeb was very civil : 
But wien he tee to him a Norſe, 
dhe prov'd indeed h's grcateſt Curie ; 
Ab! ſpe prev 4 150 greatefe Eis, 
He pres d, &c. 
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Oh! Sampſon was 2 mighty Man, 
He fill'd the World Lind Wonder; 
With jaw-bone he Philiſtines flew , 
His Blows did found like Thunder; 
But when with Daiilab he toy d, 
The Sorc'r2ſs ſoon h. s Streng:h ceftroy'd ; 
She guickly brouz bt Lim aner; 
She guickly, &c. 
King David was an upright Man, 
1 tell you no Fiction, 
Until that Beerfbela he ſaw, | 
That pretty pleaſing Vixen, | 
When he her naked Body view'd, 
He found his Goodneſs ſoon ſubdu's ; | 
She <orought bim great Aﬀi&:.r., 
She <urought, &c. 
King Solomon the wiſeſt Man 
That ever toy'd with Woman, 
When he had try'd the Sex all round, 
The Virtuous and the Common, 
They're all alike he wiſely cry'd, 
Vexation, Vanity, and Pride, 
| They merit Praiſe of no» Man, 
They merit, &c, | 
The poor Man he goes out to worle, 
As hard as he is able ; 
At Night when he comes Home well tir'd, 
She bids him rock the Cradle; | 
And if the ſame he doth refuit, 
The ſavcy Puſs will him abuſe, 
And tbumps him ⁊cith the I adle, 
Ard tharps, &c. 
The Thief that rides up Hol5curt-27:7;, 
To Oliver Cremuell's Palace, 


lay find ſome Friend perchance fiep is, 


To ſave him from the Gallows: 
Oh ! no, he cries, drive on to Gib, 
1'11 ne'er be Slave to my own Rib, | 
Drive en the Cari, good Fellewcs, | 
, 5 
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SON G XLVII. Genius, &c. 


Enius of Cngland, from thy pleaſant Bou: 
of Bliſs 
Arue, and ſpread thy facred Wings, 
Guard, guard from Foes the Britiſp State, 
Thou, on whoſe Smiles do wait 
Th' uncertain happy Fate 
Or Monarchies and Kings. 
Then follow, brave Boys, then follow, brave 
Boys, to the Wars; 
Follow, follow, follow, follow, follow, follow, 
Follow, fu:low, follow, brave Boys, to the Wars, 
Follow, follow, follow, brave Boys, to the Wars; 
The Laurel you know i: the Prize, 
The Laurel you !:now is the Prize, 
Who brings home the nobleſt, the nobleſt, 
The nobleſt Scars, looks Goeft i in Celia's Eyes. 
Then ſhake off your ſlothful Eaſe, 
Let Glory, let Glory, let Glory inspire you 
Hearts ; 
Remember a Sold er, in War and in Peace, 
Remember a Soldier, in War and in Peace, 
Is ch: nobleſt of all other Arts; 
Remember a Soldier, in War and in Pcace, 
Pimemb.y 2 Solder, in War, and in Peace, 
I; the nobleſt of all other Arts. 


SONG XLVIII. Fo/ly Roger. 


1 Rover, Twangdills of Ploweden-Hall, 
in Cheſt * two thouſand good Pound, 
27 Oren and Sheep, and a Barn well fuld, 
And a hundred good Acres of Ground ; 
Which made er'ry Maiden with Maidenhead 
laden, 
And Widows tho' juſt ſet free, | 
Do vcrangle and fret, and pump up their Wit 
To train to the Net, Tevangdillo, Tewwangde, 


.C4 
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The firſt that brake Ice was a Laſ had been 
Born of a good Houſe, but decay d; 
Her Guwa was new dy'd, and her N,htra'l clean, 
And to fing and talk French had been bred ; 
She'd dance Northern Nancy, 
Ard, Parl:z vent Frangn:s ? 
That Haage might her Breeding fee, 
She'd roll her black Eye, 
Breathe thort with a Sigh, 
When-'zr ſhe came nigh Tangdilio, Nang. &e, 
The next was à Serapſtreſs of Stature love, 
That fancy d ſte u anted » Male; 
Her Hair as black as an Avrumn Sloe, 
And hare as a Coach-Hort's Tail: 
Sh-'a ogle 2:4 wheedle, 
And prick with lu Needle; 
What d'yc lack ? what d'ye buy ? cry'd ſne; 
But now ber br ſ Tune 
Is chang'd to a Groan, - 
Ah! P.w my Moan, Truangaillo, Tavang. &c. 
A muy od Chambermaid, lean and tall, 
The next as a Suitor appears; 
With a Tongue loud and thrill,but no Tecth at all, 
For T:me had drawn them many Years ; 
Caſt Gowns, and ſ\uch Lumber, 
Old Smocks without Number, 
She bragg'd ſhould her Dowry be: 
Forty Pair of lac'd Shoes, 
| Ribbons Green, Red, and Blues; 
But all wou'd not nooſe Twangdile, Tar. &c. 


The next was a Laſs of a Pepiſb Strain, 
That Jeſuie Whims had been tauzht. [again ; 
She bragg'd they ſhould ſoon have King 7—: 
Tho her Spouſe was late hang'd for the Plot; 
The French wou'd come over, 
And land here at Dover, 
And all is hy wiſh'd would be; 
The Jacabite Jade 
Talk d as if ſhe was mad, 
In hopes to have had Tewangdills, Truang. Kc. 


wa 


an; 
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A Vintners fat Widow then ſtraight was view d. 


Whoſe Cuckold had pick'd up ſome Pelf ; 
He had kill'd half his Neighbours with Win- 
he'd brew d, 
And lately had po ſon'd himſelf, 
With Bumpers of Claret, 
No Souſe paying for it, 
She'd Rever's Companion be; 
Strike Fiſt on the Board, 
Huzza was the Word, 
Come kiis me, ador'd Twangdillo, Tavary. &c. 
But Royer reſolv'd not to be her Man, 
And ſo gave a Looſe to the next, 
The Niece of a canting blear-ey d Non-c:n, 
That ſtifly con'd canvaſs a Text. 
Wou'd fain be his Bride too, 
And make him of Londen free ; 
But no Laſs wou'd down, 
In Country or Town, 
So Purſe-proud was grown Twwangdillo, Twwang. c. 
Till at laſt pretty Nancy, a Farmer's Joy, 
That newly a milking had been ; 
Round fac'd,cherry-check'd, with a ſmirking Eye, 
Came tripping it over the Green : 
She mov'd like a Goddeſs, 
And in her lac'd Bodice 
A Span ſhe wou'd hardly be; 
Her Lips were plump grown, 
And her Hair a dark Brown; 
"Twas the that brought down Twangdillo, &c. 


SONG XLIX. Thou riſing Sun, &c. 
Hou riſing Sun, whoſe gladſome Ray 
Invites my Fair to rural Play, 
Diſpel the Miſt, and clear the Skies, 
And bring my Orra to my Eyes. 
O were I ſure my Dear to view, 
I's climb the Pine- Tres topmoſt Baugh, 
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Aloft in Air that quivering plays, 
And round and round for ever gaze. 
My Orra Aller, where att thou laid? 
What Wocds conceal my ſlerping Maid? 
Up by the Reots, cnrag'd III tar 
The Tree: that hide my promis'd Fair. 
Oh! cou'd J ride on Clouds and Skies, 
Or cn tlie Raven's Pinions 1if ; 
Ye Storks, ye Swans, a Moment ſtay, 
And waft a Lover on his Way. 
Niy Bliſs, too long, my Bride denies, 
Apace the wafting Summer flies, 
Or yet the wintry Blaſts I fear, 
Not Storms, or Nights ſhall kecp me here. 
What may for Strength with Steel compare 
Oh! Love has Fetters ſtronger far; 
By Bolts of Steel are Limbs confin'd, 
But cruel Love enchains the Mind. 
No longer then perplex thy Breaſt, 
When ts torment, the firſt are beſt. 
*Tis mad to go, tis Death to ſtay, 
Away to Orra, haſte away. 


SONG L. King John, &. 
Ome liſten, ye Engliſh, a while to ny 
Strain, | 
W hile I tell you a Story will give you much Pain, 
How Erg/;/men ſtarve while the Foreigners ga n. 
ith a dun, down, down, derry, &c. 
What have you e er done to deſerve ſuch a Doom: 
With your Fathers your Wit is fure all in the 
Tomb, [ Rome. 
That you forfeit your Senſe for a Sqrauler © 
The Voice of an Eunuch what Clown won't obey? 
Sound Senſe for Fran iſſue vou* ve barter'd auay, 
And for Glaſſes your Eyes you exchange evi Day. 
No Fool is ſo dull but their Worth wil enhance, 
But if all their Nation come hither to ande, 
J hope we ſhall quickly be tired of France. 
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Court, City and Country ſtand on their Side, 
Our Delight it is grown, and our Boaſt, and our 
Pride, [ ride, 
To ſee Engliſomen walk while the Foreigners 
With Menficur our Play- bills are tuck ev'ry Day, 
halian, French, Dutchmen füll up ev'ry Way, 
And Signicr and Monſieur is all we can ſay. 
Our Heroes like Italians now impotent grow, 
Our Elders all weak as Franciſgue in his Sliow, 
And our Stateſmen ſhort-figlited, alas! as a Beau. 


e Schools that for Learning are worthily known, 
No Wonder your Benches ſo empty are grown, 
Since cur Nation deſpiſe ev'ry Art that's thei: 

OWN. 
In the Manners of England none try to ſucceed, 
Moſt of us, like Frenchmen, both Habit and Feed, 
But who can't talk French, is a Blockhead indeed. 
Our Oli Eng Diſhes we're taught to diſown, 
To Ragouſts and Toupees we now are ſo prone, 
That we ve neither a Dreſs nor a Diſh of our en, 


SONG LI Wine does Wonders, &c. 


Ine does Wonders ev*ry Day 
Makes the Heavy Light and Gay; 
Throws off all their Melancholy: | 
Makes the Wiſeſt go aſtray, 
And the Buſy toy and play, 
And the Poor and Needy jolly. 
Wine makes trembling Cowards bold, 
Men in Years forget they're oid; 
Women leave their coy Ditdaining, 
Wb till then were ſhy and cold; 
Makes a Nigzard light his Gold, 
Aud the Foppiſh entertaining. 


SONG LII. 27 Cats, that, &c. 
* Cats, that at Midnight ſpit Love at each 
vw 


other, 
beſt feel the Pangs of a paſſionate Lover 
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I appeal to your Scratches and tattered Fur, 
If th: Bus'nefs of Love be not more than to pur, 
O'd Lady Grimalkin, with Gcoſeberry Eyes, 
When Kitten knows ſomething, for why ? ſte 
was wiie : 
You find by Experience the Love Fit's ſocn o'er, 
Pals, Puſs, laſts not longy but turns to Cat-Whar:, 
Men r.de many Miles, 
Cats tread many Tiles, 
Both hazard,both hazard their Necks inthe Fray; 
Only Cats, if they fall 
From a Ilouſe, or a Wall, 
Keep their Fect, mount their Tails, mount theit 
Taik, and away. 


SONG LIII. P:ilis, as, &c. 


HII Lis, as her Wine ſhe ſipp'd in, 
P Gally talking with her Swain, 
to her Hand he flily ſlipp'd in 
Tal, lal, A., lat, 
A ful: Glais of briſk Cbampaigue. 
Why fo coy, fa'd he, and fickle ? 
Muſt I always ſigh in vain ? 
Muſt I never hope to tickle 
Tal, lal, &c. 
Your Ear with a merry Strain? 
Long have I been taſs'd and fretting, 
Like a Sailer on the Main; 
Sure, at length tis Time to get in, 
Tal, lal, &c. 
To the Port I hope to gain. 
Hearts you take delight in f-2ling, 
Of new Conqueſts ſtill are vain 3 
Torture others whilſt I'm feeling, 
Pleaſure that is void of Pain. 


Won at length, the liften'd kindly, 
And from Love could not refrain; 

So in the Nick the Kymrh was finely 
Fitted for her cold Diſdain. 
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SONG LIV. Of a noble Race was 


Shenkin. 
Pure as in the Lad of Cyder, 
At a Place call'd Brampten- Bryzr 
fie Such a Prank was play d . 


: "Twixt a Man and Maid, 
er, That all the Saints cry d fic on. 
For gentle Jeb and Su ſan 
Were oft at Recreation; 
To tell the Truth, 
This vig*rous Y outh 
Caus'd a dreadful Conflagration. 
heir Both Morning, Noon, and Night, Sir 
 Briſk Tabu was at her Crupper ; 
He got in her Geers 
's Five times before Pray'rs, 
And fix times after Supper. 
Faber: _ well provided, 
So cloſely did ſolace her, 
That Suſan's Waiſt, 
So flackly lac'd, 
Shew d Signs of Babe of Grace, Sir. 
But when the Knight perceived 
That Suſan had been ſinning, 
And that his Laſs, 
For Want of Grace, 
Lov'd Kiſſing more than Spinning; 
To cleanſe the Houſe from Scandal, 
And filthy Fornication ; 
Of all ſuch Crimes 
To ſhew the Times 
His utter Deteſtation: 


He took both Bed and Bolfter, 
Nay, Blankets, Sheets, and Pillows, 
With Fobnay's Frock, 
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And every vile Utenſil 
On which they had been wicked ; 

As Chairs, Joint-ſtools, 

Old Trunks, Cloſe-ftoals, 
And eke the three · legg d Cricket, 
But had each Thing defiled 
Been burnt at Brarptor- Bryon, 

We all muſt grant 

The Knight would wan: 
Himſelf a Bed to lie on. 


SONG LV. Sweet are, &c. 


Wert are the Charms of her 1 love, 
More fragrant than the Damaſk Roſe; 

Soft as the Down of Turtle-dove, 

Gentle as Air when Zephyr blows : 
Retreſhirg as deſcending Rains 
To Sun-burn: Climes, and thirſty Pl: ins. 
True as the Needle to the Pole, 

Or as the Dial to the Sun; 
Conſtant as gliding Waters roll, 

Whoſe ſwelling Tides cbey the Moon: 
From ev'ry other Charmer free, 
My Life and Love ſhall follow thee. 


The Lamb the flow'ry Thyme devours, 
The Dam the tender Kid purſues ; 
Sweet Philcmel in ſhady Bow rs 
Of verdant Spring her Note renews : 
All follow what they moſt admire, 
As I purſue my Soul's Deſire. 
Nature muſt change her beauteous Face, 
And vary as the Seaſons riſe, 
As Winter to the Spring gives Place, 
Summer th* Approach of Autumn flies: 
No Change on Love the Seaſons bring, 
Love cnly knows perpetual Spring. 
Devourirg Time, with ftealing Pace, 
Makes lofty Oaks and Cedars bow 3 
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ven Marble Tow'rs, and Walls of Braſs, 
In his rude March he levels low : 
gut Time, deftroying far and wide, 
Love from the Soul can ne er divide. 
Death only, with his cruel Dart, 
The gentle Godhead can remove, 
And drive him from the bleeding Heart, 
To mingle with the Bleſt above: 
Where known to all his Kindred Train, 
He finds a laſting Reſt from Pain, 
Lee and his Siſter fair, the Soul, 
Twin-born from Heav'n together came; 
Love will the Univerſe controul, 
Wben dying Seaſons loſs their Name: 
Dieine Abedes ſhall own his Pow'r, 
When Time and Dcath {hall be no more. 


SONG LVI. Grim King of the 
G. 
Ike a wandering Ghoſt I appear; 
All filent, neglected and fad, 
Tormented by Hopes and Deſpair, 
I figh when all others are glad. 
No Joys in this Town can I find, 
he City's a Deſart to me: 
! ſcarce ſhould regret being blind, 
To all other Objects but thee. 


In the Fields as I ſaunter along, 
l look but for thee in my Way, 
And if from my Sight thou art gone, 
I mourn all the reſt of the Day ; 
Or if that chance thou art there, 
I ſhun ev'ry Mortal I meet, 
Nor reliſh the Walk, or the Air, 
Thou only canſt render them ſweet. 
Oh Nancy while thus I complain, 
ks Heart never flutter nor beat, 
Nor have you no Senſe of my Pain, 
Whilſt the Torment 1 bear is ſo great ? 


5 
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Muſt thoſe wand'ring Eyes always rove, 
On ev ry new Object you ſee ? 

Or muſt you reward my true Love, 
And fix them at laſt upon me ? 


SONG LVII. Cremona Nadle. 


E Lads and ye Laſſes, that live at 


Where, they ſay, there's nv End gout 
Drink and good Meat; | 


Where the Poor fill their Bellies, the Rich u. 


ceive Honour; 


'$o great and fo good is the Lord of the Maher. | 


Ve . that inhabit d- 


, 

Give Ear to my Sony of a Fidele's hard Caſe; 
For it is cf a F:dd!, a ſweet Fiddle I fing, 
A ſofter and ſweeter did never wear String. 
Melpomene, lend me the A'd of thy Art, 
WhilR 1 the fad Fate of this Fiddle impart ; 
For never had Fiddle z Frtune ſo bad, 
Which ſhews the beſt Things the worſt Fortum 

have had. ; 


This Fiddle of Fiddles when it came to be try i, 
Was as ſweet as a Lark, and as ſoft as a Bride; 
This Fiddle to fee, and its Muſick to hear, 

Gave —_ to the Eye, while it raviſh'd tht 


But firſt I muſt ſing of this Fiddle's Country, 
*T was born and was bred in fair Lay; [Hap 
In a Town where a Marſhal of France had the 
( Fertune de Ia guerre) to be caught in a Trap, 
And now, having ſung of this Fiddle's high Birth; 
aan beg Fingers which made ſo mac 
= irh z | 

But Fingers ſo ſtralt, ſo ſwift, and fo ſmall, 
Should be ſung by a Poet, or not ſung at all. 


And cannot indite in fo lofty a Stain; 
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So all I can ſay, is to tell you once more, | 
Such Hands and ſuch Fingers were ne'er ſeen 
before. 
Having ſung of the Fingers and Fiddle, I trow, 
You'll hold it but meet I ſhould ſing of the Bow 3; 
The Bow it was Ebon, whoſe Virtue was fuch, 
It wounded your Heart, if your Ear it did touch. 
Cupid fain would have chang d with this Bow for 


a while, Smile, 
thus reply'd — a 
yours, III appeal, 
Yours only can kill, mine can both kill and heal. 
This Fiddle and Bow, and its Muſick together, 
Would make heavy Hearts as light as a Feather: 
But alas! when I ſhall its Cataſtrophe ſing, 
Your Heart it will bleed, and your Hands you 
will wring. | 
Tnis Fiddle was laid on a ſoft eaſy Chair, 
Taking all for its Friends its ſweet Muſick did 
hear; Bum, 
When ſtraight there came in a huge maſculine 
1 wiſh the De'il had it to make him a Drum. 
Now wo to the Bum that this Fiddle demoliſh'd, 
That has all our Muſick and Paſtime aboliſh'd 3 
nds don to be ſwitch'd and be 
May it ever be itching, and never be ſcratch'd. 
May it never break Wind in the Cholick fo 


grievous, 

A Penance too ſmall for a Crime ſo miſchievous 1 
Ne'er find a ſoft Cuſhion, its Anguith to caſe, 
While all is too little my Wrath to appeaſe. 


Of other Bum- may it ſtill bear the Blame, 
Ne'er thew its without Sorrow or 


Shame ; | | 
May it ne er mount a Horſeback without Loſs 

of Leather; [Tether._ 
Which brings me almoſt road wy 
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And now, leſt ſome Critick of deep Penetration, 

Should attack our poor Ballad with grave Ante 
tation; 3 

The Fop muſt be told, without ſpeaking in Rid- 

dle, [ fiddle. 


SONG LVIII. Come f/! me a Glaſs. 


2 me a Glaſs, fill it high, 
5 A Bumper I'll have: [ Inch, 
$ 2 Ta that will flinch, I'll not bate an 


Tho' I drink myſelf into my Grave. 


Here's a Health to all thoſe jolly Souls, 
Who like me will never give o'er, 
Whom no Danger controuls, but will take of 
their Bowls, 
And merrily tickle for me. 


Drown Reaſon and all ſuch weak Foes, 
I ſcorn to obey her Command ; 
Cou's the ever ſuppoſe I'd be led by the Noſe, 
And let my Glaſs id!y ſtand ? 
Reputation's a Bugbear to Fools, 
A Foe RE dear Drinking nking ; 
Made uſe of by Tools, who'd ſet Mi 
And bring us to politick Thinking. 


Fill 'em all, I'Il have fix in my Hand, 


For Ive triſled an Age away : 
"Tis in vain to command, the fleeting Sand 
Rol!s on, and cannot ſtay. 


Come, my Lade, move the Glaſs, drink about, 
We'll Link the Univerſe dry; 

We'll fer Foot to Foot, and drink it all out, 
If once we grow ſober we die. 


Four Teeth in all  reckon'd : 


Cannes a damn'd Cough, and out two, 


And t'other two a ſecond. 


CE EE 


at, 
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Courage, old Dame, and never fear 
The third, whene'er it comes-a z 

G:ve me but t'other Jugg of Beer, 
And I'll enfure your Gums-a, 


SONG LI. Wor/d ver have, &e. 


F the Heart of a Man is dep:efs'd with Cares, 
The Miſt is diſpell'd when a Woman appcars ; 
Like the Notes of a Fiddle, ſhe ſweetly, ſweetly, 
Raiſes the Spirits, and charms our Ears. 
Roſes and Liliies ber Cheeks diſcloſe, 
But her ripe Lips are more ſweet than thoſe, 
Preſs her, 
Careſs her, 
With Bliſſes, 
Her K iſſes 
Diſſolve us in Pleaſure, and ſoft Repoſe. 


SONG LXI. V little bling, &c. 

charming Celia's Arms I flew, 

And there all Night I feaſted ; 

o God ſuch Tranſports ever knew, 

Nor Mortal ever taſted. 

Loft in the ſweet tumultuous Joy, 
And pleas'd beyond expreſſing; 

How can your Slave, my Fair, ſaid I, 
Reward ſo great a Bleſting ? 


The whole Creation's Wealth ſurvey ; 


Thro' both the Indies wander: 
Aſk what brib's Senates give away, 
Ard fighting Monarchs ſquander. 
The 1ichefi Spoils of Earth ard Air; 
The rifled Ocean's Treaſure ; 
'Tis all too poor a Bribe by far 
To purchaſe ſo much Pleaſure. 
She bluſhing cry d, — my Life, my Dear, 
Since Celia thus you fancy, 
Oire her, but tis too much, I fear, 
A Rundlet of right —_ 
| 2 
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SONG LXII. Here's a Whim-whar, 


Erc*s a Whim-wam new come over, 
And who will prick at my Lottery-Book, 
Tis ſpick and ſpan new to Dover, 
From France, where it lately took : 
*T'w:1l cafe you of all your Troubles, ho f[ 
By a chemical, new, chimerical Way; 
But, firſt of all down with the Bubbles, ho! 
For this is the fa:reft Play. 
Come Jem, the Chambermaid, trudge it; 
Come Tinker, and pawn thy Budger, 
And Giilian no longer amble on Foot. 
For Lords ſhall lock like Aſics ; 
For ſee ye how Stock advances up to't, 
And Footmen ride in their Places ; 
Then, Chimn:y-ſweep, ſell thy Soot. 
ump off thy Board, bungling Botcher, 
And leave the Plough, truſty Reger, 


And Teague, with thy Gramacc« ſneaſh it away 
Trip, Cicrly, trudge it with Mary, 


And gued muckle Satoney Lad donno fiay 
And Dorothy ſlight thy Dairy, 

For we are as blith as May. 
Come hither cach pretty Fellow, 

And Cruntry Squire, thou Booby nob Head; 
Here's Harlequin Punchincllo, 

So nimbly, archly tread ; 
Here's Mynbecr van Gundy Gut: Cuxxle too, 

To raiſe or fall as Knay'ries meet ; 
Maſs Jeln, come help us to puzzle too; 

Ard throw thy Cleak c' er the Cheat: 
Thy Canting will {afciy fold us, 
When Air is (00 hot to hold us; 

Then prithee now Cc//cy refuſe me no more, 
Nor vamp up a queer Rexiſal, 

For Water, Sir, never will turn into Geld, 
Ada Fool ſhould have no Rivel, 

Till C—y's great Steck be fd, 
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every Trick be a clean one, 
Fa Sorrow is better than Jean one : 
Then friſk it about, and jerk it away, 
For here's no Sign of Sorrow; 
Unleſs Mr. Knight ſhould darken the Day, 
Twill be at twelve hundred To-morrow, 
And we underftand the Lay. | 


SONG LXIII. By Moonlight, &c, 


Y Mecon-light on the Green, 
Our bonny Laſſes cooing,. 
One Dancing there I've ſcen, 
Who ſeem'd alone worth Wooing; 
Her Skin like driv*n Snow, 
Her Hair brown as a Berry, 
Her Eyes black as a Sloe, 
Her Lips red as a Cherry. 
Ch! bow fbe tript it, ſkipt it, 
Leapt it, ftept it, 
Whiſk'd it, friſt d it, 
bir d it, twirPd it; 
Swimming, ſpringing, 
Starti wick, 
The - 4. 4 niet; 
With a Heave and a Toſs, 
And a Ferk at parting. 
With a Heave and a Toſs, 
And a Ferk at parting. 
As ſhe fat down, I bow'd, 
And veil'd my Bonnet to her 
Then took her from the Crowd, 
With Honey Words to woo her; 
Sweet blitheſt Laſs, quoth I, 
It is bleak Weather, 
I prithee let us try 
Another Dance together, 
Ob ! beep ſhe, &c. | 
Whilſt ſuing thus I ſtood, 
Quoth ſhe, Pray leave your Fooling, 
| -  Dg ä 
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Some Dancing heats the Blood, 

But yours, I fear, lacks cooling. 
Still for a Dance I pray'd, 

And we at laſt had ſeven ; 
And whilſt the Fiddle play d, 

She thought herſelf in Heav'n. 
Qb ! bew fbe, &t. 
At laſt, ſhe, with a Smile, 

To dance again defir'd me; 
9 I, pray ſtay awhile, 

or now, good Faith, ye've tir'd me: 

Witb that ſhe look d upon me, 

And ſigh'd with muckle Sorrow, 
Then gang your ways, quoth ſhe, 

But dance :£2in To-morrow. 
Ob ! bow foe, &c, 


- SONG LXIV. Chevy-Chaje. 
OD proſper long from being brcke, 
The“ Luck of Eder-Hall, 
A dol:ful Drinking-Rout I fing, 
There lately did befal. 


To chaſe the Spleen with Cup and Cann; 
Duke P>iiip took his Way: 

Babes yet unborn ſhall never ſee 
The like cf ſuch a Day. 

The ſtout and ever -· thirſty Due 
A Vow to God did make, 

His Pleaſure within Cumberland, 

& Three live- long Nights to take. 

Sir Muſcrave too, of Martindale, 
A true ard worthy Knight, 

Eftſoon with hm a Bargain made, 
In Drinking to delight. 

The Burapers ſwiftly paſs about, 

} Six in Hand went round; 

And with their calling for more Wine, 
They made the Hall reſound. 


A Pint Bumper at Sir Chriſtopher Muſgrave's | 


. 
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vo when theſe merry Tidings reach d 
The Earl of Harold"s Ears, 
And am I (quoth he, with an Oath) 
Thrs lehted by my Peers? 
Srzale my Steed, bring forth my Boote, 
rn be wth them right quick, 55 
Aud Meſter Sheriff come you too, 
Well know; this ſcurvy Trick. 
„ order Goth Earl Harold come, 
Dd one at Table fay 3) 
is well, teply'd the mert]'d Duke, 
How will he get away ? 
When thus the Earl began, great Duke, 
„ know how this did chance, 
Witiout inviting me; ſure this 
You did ro: learn in France ? 
One of us two, for this Offence, 
Under the Board ſhall lie; 
i know thee well, 2 Duke thou art, 
So ſome Years hence ſhall I. 
But truſt me, Mart, Pity *twere, 
So much good Wine to ſpill, 
As theſe Companions here may drink, 
Ere they have had their Fill. 
Let thou and I, in Bumpers full, 
This grand Affair decide. 
Acturt d be be, Duke Wharton ſaid, 
By whom it is deny'd. 
To Andrews, and to Hotham, fair, 
4 _ a Pint went round, 
many a gallant Gentleman 
Lay fick upon the Ground. 
When, at the laſt, the Duke eſpy d 
He had the Earl ſecure ; 
He ply'd him with a full Pint Glaſs, 
Which laid him on the Floor, 
Who never ſpoke more Words than theſe, 
Aftcr he e:wnwards funk, | 
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My worthy Friends, revenge my Fall, 
Duke Wharten fees me drunk. 
Then, with a Oroan, Duke Philip held 
- The ſick Man by the Joint, 
And faid, Earl Harofd, ſtead of thee, 
Would I had drank this Pint. 
Alack ! my very Heart doth bleed, 
And doth within me fink ; 
For ſurely a more ſober Earl 
Did never ſwallow Drink. 
With that the Sheriff, in a Rage, 
To ſee the Earl fo ſmit, 
Vow'd to tevenge the dead-drunx Peer 
Upon rcnown'd Sir Xi. 
Then ftept a gallant Squire ſorth, 
Of Viſaze thin and pale, | 
L'oyd was his Name, and of Garg · bail, 
Faſt by the River Teuale. 
Who aid, he would not have it told 
Where Eden River ran, 
That unconcern'd he ſhould fit by; 
So, Sheriff, I'm your Man. 


Now when theſe Tidings reach'd the Room, 


Where the Duke lay in Bed, 

How that the *Squire ſuddenly 
Upon the Floor was laid. 

O heavy Tidings ! (quoth the Duke) 
Cumberland ky =o be, 

I have not in more, 
Of ſuch . as he. 

Like Tidings to Earl Thane came, 
Within as ſhort a Space, 

How that the Under-Sheriff too 
Was fallen from his Place. 

Now God be with him (faid the Earl) 
Sith *rwill no better be, 

I truſt I have within my Town 
As drunken Knights as be. 
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Of all the Number that were there, 
Sir Bains he ſcorn'd to yield ; 

But with a Bumper in his Hand 
He ſtagger d o'er the Field. 

Thus did this dire Contention end, 
And each Man of the Slain 

Were quickly carried off to Bed, 
Their Senies to regain. 

God bleſs the King, the Dutcheſs fat, 
And keep the Land in Peace, 

And grant that Drunkenneſs henceforth 
'Mongſt Noblemen may ceaſe. 

And likewiſe bleſs our Royal Prince, 
The Nation's other Hope, 

And give us Grace, for to defy 
The Devil and the Pope. 


SONG LXV. Tom ard Will, Ee. 


M and Vill were Shepherd Swains, 
That liv'd and lov'd together, 
W 


fair Paſtora croſs d their Plains, 
Alas! why came the thither ? 
For tho? they fed two ſev ral Flocks, 
They felt but one Defire 3 
Paſtora's Eyes, and Amber Locks, 
Set both their Hearts on fire. 
Tm came of a genteel Race, 
By Father and by Mother : 
Will was noble, but alas ! 
He was a younger Brother. 
1:m was forlorn, Will was ſad, 
2 5 nor no Fowler; 
zm was held the properer Lad, 
But Will the better Bowler. 
Tom was young, but fomething bold, 
It ſeem'd no ImperfeCtion ; 
Will was grey, but yet not old, 
And browner of 6 "I ; 
6 
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The ſcorching Flames their Breaſts did bear, 
They could no longer ſmother, 
For tho' they knew they Rivals were, 
They ſtill lov'd one another. 
Tom would drink her Health, and ſwear 
His very Ghoſt ſhould haunt her. 
Will would take her by the Ear, 
And with his Voice inchant her. 
Tom always kcpt within her Sight, 
And ne'er furgot his Duty ; 
But Mall was witty, and could write 
Sweet Sonnets on her Beauty. 
Paſtora was a lovely Laſs, 
And of a gentle Nature, 
Divinely good and fair ſhe was, 
And kind to ex*ry Creature; 
Of Favours ſhe was provident, 
But yet not over ſparing ; 
She gave no looſe Encouragement, 
Yet kept Men from deſpairing. 
Which of theſe two ſhe loved moſt, 
Or whether the loy'd either, 
Tis thought they'll find it to their Coſt, 
That the indeed lov'd neither: 
So charming and ſo ſweet was ſhe, 
So pleafing of Behaviour, 
That Tom: thought he, and Vi thought he, 
Was chiefeſt in her Favour. 
Thus did ſhe handle Tam and ill, 
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Unto the Court Paſtora s gone, 
There were no Court without her, 
The r her Train had none 
Was ſo fair about her. 
Tem hang d his Dog, and caſt away 
His Shepherd's Hook and Wallet. 
Will broke his Pipe, and curs d the Day 
That e er he made a Ballad. 
Their Nine-pins and their Bowls they break, 
Their Sports were turn'd to Tears; 
*Tis Time for me an End to make, 


Let them go ſhake their Ears. 


SONG LXVI. 4: I jet, &c. 


S I ſat at my Spinning-wheel, 

A A bonny Lad there paſſed by ; 
kenn' d him round, and lik'd bim weel, 
Gued Faith he had a bonny Eye: 

My Heart new Panting gan to feel, 
But ſtill I turn'd my Spinning-heel. 
Moſt graciouſly he did appear, 
As he my Preſence did draw near, 
And round about my lender Waiſt 
He claſpt his Arms, and me embrac'd: 
To kifs my Hand he down did kneel, 
As I fat at my Spinning-wheel. 
My Milk-white Hand he did extol, 
Aygd prais d my Fingers long and ſmall ; 
And faid, there was no Lady fair, 
That ever could with me compare. 
Thoſe pleafing Words my Heart did feel ; 
But ſtill I turn'd my Spinning- wheel. 
Altho' 1 ſeemingly did chide, 
Yet he would never be deny d; 
But did declare his Love the more, 
Until my Heart was wounded fore, 
That I my Love could ſcarce conceal ; 
But yet I turn'd my Spiuning-whed.: 


64 The NIou TIN GAL R. 


As for my Yarn, my Rock and Reel, 

And after that, my Spinning-wheel, 

He bid me leave them all with « wag 

And yang with him to yonder Mead. 

My panting Heart ſtrange Flames did feel; 

. Yet ftill I turn'd my Spinning-wheel. 

He ſtopp'd and gaz d, and blith'y ſaid, 

Now ſpeed thee well my bonny Maid; 

But if thou dſt to the Hay- cock go, 

I'll learn thee better Words, I trow. 
Good Faith I lik'd him paſſing-weel; 
But ſtill I rurn'd my Spinning-wheel. 

He lovely veil'd his Bonnet ort, 

And ſweetly kifs'd my Lip: fo ſoft; 

Vet ſtill, between cach heney Kiſs 

He urg'4 to gang to further Bliſs ; 

Till 1 reſiſtleſs Fire did feel, 
Then let alone my Spinning-wheel. 


Among the pleaſing Cocks of Hay, 
Then with my bunny Lad I lay; 
What Damſel ever could deny 
A Youth with ſuch a charming Eye? 
The Pleaſure I cannot reveal, 
It far ſurpaſs'd the Spinning- wheel. 


SONG LXVII. How hard is, &c. 


OW hard is the Fate cf all Womankind, 
Far ever ſubjected, fur ever confin'd ; 
Our Parents controul ue, unte we are Wives 3 
Our Huſbands enſlive ue, the reft of our Lives. 
If fondly we love, yet we dare not rcveal, 
ut ſecretly languiſh, compeli'd to conceal ; 
D-ny*'d e'ery Freedom of Life to enjoy, 
We're dlem'd if we're kind, and condemn'd if 
we're coy. 


SONG LXVUI. My Time, O ye Muſes. 
OW ſmoothly the Minutes, dear Celaden, 


cum und rene no Paſſion we know 
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The — the Ex'ning its Pleaſure does 


ng, 
If we read, or we talk, if we pipe, or we ſing : 
But when the Boy Capid once twangeth his Bow, 
And pierceth our Hearts with his Arrows of 
We loſe all Delight, and we forfeit all Eaſe, 
Nor Reading, nor Talking, nor Muſick can 
pleaſe, 


My Leifure in fanciful Muſings I ſpent, 

And look d, without Pain, on the Laſſes of 
K. rt : 

No Virgin, with Feature, with Voice, or with 
Ar, 

Ko Virgin was able my Heart to enſnare, 

Ah! why did I, fooliſh, abandon thoſe Plains, 

To join in the Revels of Lemungton Swains ! 

Where heedleſs young Ch/ce, unpraftis'd in Arts, 

Entices to Love the moſt indolent Hearts. 

My Books were my Charmers, my Thoughts 
my Delight, 

In the Cool of the Morn, in the Stillnefs of 

| Night: 

My Books and my Thoughts each other reliev'd, 

And the Minutes, ſoft gliding, were ſweetly 
deceiv'd. 

No Paſſion diſturb'd me, my Joys were my own 2: 

But now I'm ſo alter'd as never was known 

My Heart, from its Owner, is quite gone aſtray, 

And Chobe torments it by Night and by Day. 

My Friend till was welcome whenever he came, 

My Friend ſaw my Countenance always the ſame. 

O'er a Pot of Bohea we grew merry and wiſe, 

And laugh'd at the Torments fond Lovers deviſe : 

But wounded by Chlbe, I live in the Spleen, 

wy with Surprize, ſees a Change in my 


| ien 
18re him be gone, for his Wit, and his Jeſt, 
But make him the more inſupportable Gueſt. 
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How once ev'ry Object a Pleaſare did yield! 
Tf I walk'd in the Garden, or travers'd the Field, 


On besutiful Landſkips 1 feaſted my Sight, 


The beautiful Landſcips before my Eye fade: 
In the Nightingale's Note no Muſick I find, 
For nothing but Chlae ſtill runs in my Mind. 


If my Spirits, in Solitude, wanted Relief, 

With my 3 a Brooi:, I could ſolace my 
Grief, 

Or ſicep to the lullaby Noiſe of the Stream, 

And awake to new Life from a raprurous Dream; 

But now all Endearours in vain I apply, 

Since for Chlce I languiſh, for CBle I die; 

To no Purpoſe I try on my Flute ev*ry Strain, 

And the Brook, o'er the Pebbles, now murmen 
in vain. 

Beware, Shepherds, how Love you defie, 

Beware of the deſp'rate Glance of her Eye ; 

In Frecdom I triumph'd, and flouted the Swaim, 

Who fold themſelves captive, and forg'd theit 
own Chains : 

But fince 1 beheld her, alas! I'm undone: 

Since firſt I ſaw Chloe my Freedom is gone. 

1 have forg'd my own Chains, and I conftanth 


cry 
Was ever poor Shepherd ſo wretched as L? 


How, Celadon, ſhall I my Paſſion reveal? 

Or muſt I for ever my Torment conceal ? 
The Woe ſhe creates, has ſhe Pity to hear? 
Ah! no, ſhe is cruel as charming I fear. 
Aſſiſt me, by Reaſon, to ranſom my Heart, 
Or teach me to gain her; oh! teach me the Art. 
Ye merc:ful Pow'rs, to you I complain, 
Give 8 .or give Eaſe to the 


| 
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SONG LXIX. 7 Commons, &c. 


R ' * Love, let us j 1 * 
all We Come prithee be — 
My only, my dear pretty Creature; 
N More, my Cicely, I prize, 
Than I do my Eyes, 
And than Honey to me ſhe is ſweeter, 
Cirey. You think to perſuade 
A poor filly Maid 
my Unſkill'd in the Bus'nefs of Wooing ; 
If you hold cn your Jeft, 
II be gone, I proteſt, 
m; For fear it ſhould prove my Undoing, 
Kg. I'm in ſuch a Fever, 
The Ike it was never; 
n, Fo dreadfully fore is my Smart, 
12 That Cid, 1 weet, 
| Were you but to ſee'c, 
ie, Has bor'd a great Hole in my Heart. 
; Cc, Yes, ves, the plain Caſe is, 
rains, You know all your Paces, 
their Whene'er you would compats your Pleaſure ; 
And if filly Wenches 
Believe your Pretences, 
* They're left to repent at cheir Leiſure, 
tant!y Reg. In Pity forbear 
To inſult me, my Dear, 
O ſpare, while fo ſorely I languiſk ! 
What Room, dear Unkind, 
For Deccit cen yuu find 


& 


In a Breaſt that is brimful of Anguiſh ? 
cr. Nay, nay, Roger, now, 

rt, You wrong me, 1 vow, 

\e An. I would not be reckon d hard- hearted : 


But alas! I have known, 
For believing too ſoon, 


Poor Maids that have wofully ſmarted. 
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Rog. Pray do not ſuppoſe, 
That I'm one of thoſe 
Who can leave their Sweet-hearts in the Lurch: 
I 2 in good Sooth, 
ght you my Troth, 
When the Fae have To 4 aſk'd in the Church, 
Cic. But then ſhould you ſoon, 
With the firſt —— 
Should you forfeit the Troth you have plighted, 
Should you cool to your Spouſe, 
Laugh at all your paſt Vows, 
And Ciceiy, poor Creely, be ſlighted? 
Rog. * Sweet, be not ſhy, 
our True love rely, 
Come, ith hearty good Will let's agree ; 
You may quit ev'ry Fear, 
When, without you, I fwear, 
All the World would be nothing to mc. 
Cic. Well, I can't but approve 
— ſo honeſt a Love, 
Nor dread to be ſuch a one's Wife. 
Rog. And a Love, my dear C.;, 
That's as honeſt as this, 
Is as long and as laſting as Life. 


SONG LXX. Draw, Cupid, G. 
Raw, Cupid, draw, 


And make fair Sylvia know 
The mighty Pain 
Her ſuff ring Swain 
Does for her underꝑgo. 
Convey this Dart 
* Into her Heart: 
And when ſhe's ſet on Fire, 
Do thou return 
And let her burn 
Like me in chaſte Defire. 
That, by Experience ſhe 


May learn to pity me 
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Whene'er her Eves 


* Do tyrannize 
; O'er m ivity. 
. 2 in Love 
We joimly move, 
reh, Ard tenderly embrace, 
Like Angels ſhine, 
And ſweetly join 
hted, To one another's Face. 


SONG LXXI. Czlia, my Heart, &c. 


At1Aa, my Heart has often rang'd 
Like Bees o'er gaudy Flow'rs, 
And many thouſand Loves has chang'd, 
Till t was fin'd on yours: - 
But Celia, when I faw thoſe Eyes, 
"Twas ſoon determin' d there; 
Stars might as well forſake the Skies, 
| And vaniſh into Air. | 
Now, if from this great Rule I err, 
New Beauties to adore, 
May I again turn Wanderer, 
And never ſettle more. 


5, SONG LXXII. When I was Dame 
| of Honour. 


Ince now the World's turn'd upfide down, 
And all Things chang'd in Nature ; 

As if a Doubt were newly grown, 

We had the ſame Creator : 
Of ancient Modes and former Ways, 
I'll teach you, Sirs, the Manner, 
Ia good Queen Beſſie's golden Days, 

When I was Dame of Honcur. 
1 had an ancient noble Seat, 

Tho* now tis come to Ruin; 
Where Mutton, Beef, and ſuch good Mense, 

Ia th' Hall were daily chewing: 
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Of humming Beer my Cellar full, 
I was the yearly Donor ; 

Where toping Knaves had many a Pull, 
When I wat, &c. 

My Men of home-ſpun honeſt Greys, 
Had Coats and comeiy Badges; 

They wore no dirty ragged Lac-, 
Nor c er plain'd for Wages: 

For gaudy Fringe, and Siiks o'thi' Town, 
fen d v chreatning Dunner ; 

But wore a decent Grogram Gown, 
When un, &c. 

I neve: thought Cantharidet 
Ingredient g od in Pcti ; 

Nor ever ſtr;pt me to my Stays, 
To play the Punk at &affet : 

In Ratafie ne er made De be uch, 
Nor reel'd like toping Gunner, 

Nor let my Mercer ſeize my Coach, 
When I wat, &c. 

I ſtill preſerv'd my Maiden Fame 
In ip te of Oaths and Lying; 

Tho' many a lung-chin'd Voungſter came, 
And fain would be enjoying. 

My Fan to guard my Lips I kept, 
From Cup:d's lewd O'er-runner, 

And many a Roman Noſe I rapp'd, 
When I <vas, &c. 

My curling Locks I never bought 
Of Beggars dirty Daughters; 

Nor prompted by a wanton Thought, 
Above Knee ty'd my Garters: 

I never glow'd with painted Pride, 
Like Punk, when th'Devil has won her, 

Nor prov'd a Cheat, to be a Bride, 
When I vas, &c. 

My Neighbours ſtill I treated round, 
And Strangers that came near me, 
The Poor too always Welcome found, 
Whoſe Pray rs did ſtill endear me: 
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Let therefore who at Court would be 
No Churl, nor yet no Fawner, 
Matca in old Hoſpitality 
Queen Beſs's Dame of Honour. 


SON G ILXxIIl. Suppoſe a Man. 
U 


a Man 
8 all he can 
T'unſla ve himſelf from a ſcolding Wiſe: 
He can't get out, 
But hopps about, 
Like a married Bud in the Cage of Life. 
She on Miſchief bent 
Is never content, 
But makes the poor Man cry out, 
Rigid Fate, 
Marriage State ; 
No Reprieve 
But the Grave: 
Oh! hard Condition. 
Come, I'll tell you how, 
This Wife to bow, 
And quickly bring her to her laſt, 
— Eaſe, 
nd 
But refift no Joy Sy each Humour taſte : 
Then let her ſquaul, 
And tear and bawl, 
And with Whining cry her Eyes out; 
| Take a Flaſk, 
Double Flaſk, 
Whip it * 
Sip it 
That's your 
SONG LXXIV. Vioi O cara, tee. 
= court the Joy won't leave you, 
og Vows at Bacchus Shrine 3 
Pleaſures will deceive you, 


17 oath is only found in Wine, 
y='d court, &c, 


52 The N1cHTINGALE. 


Let the puny ſneaking Lover 
Bow to Cupid like a Fool, 

Juſt Experience will diſcover, | 
He's no more than Woman's Too!. 

He's no more, &c. 

Bring more Wine, then charge the Glaſſes, 
Let em flow with gen'rous Red; 

Drown a thouſand loving Aﬀes, 
Then in Triumph march to Bed, 

Bring more, &c. 


SONG LXXV. Cziia 5, &c. 


IIIA has a thouſand Charms, 
C "Tis Heav'n to lye within her Arms; 
While I ſtand gazing on ber Face, 
Some new and ſome reſiſtleſs Grace, 
Fills with freſh Magick all the Place, 
While I fland gazing, &c. 

But while the Nymph I thus adore, 
I muſt my wretched Fate deplore 3 
For, oh! Myrtilhb, have a Care, 
Her Sweetneſs is above Compare, 
But then ſhe's falſe as well as fair, 

Have a Care, Myrtillo, &c. 


SONG LXXVI. Arrifling Song, c 


Ons ZN sI Folks * 
To hear a Nonf Song, 
Each am'rous Beau with his Fair, 


Whoſe Charm's a Nonſenfical Tongue. 
Were there no Nonſenfical Flights, 

The Women would want what to ſay, 
The Poets want ſomething to write, 

And the Actors want Farces to play. 
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The Lover calls Nonſenſe his Muſe, 
When ſmit by the am'rous Boy, 
Always gaining with that the firſt Uſe 
Of the Ladies Nonſenfical Toy. 
The Parſons their Nonſenſe will preach 
To praiſe N Fools ; 
Worn Ladies choice Secrets will teach 
To Nenſenſical bungling Tools. 
The Vulgar their Nonſenſe will prate, 
And let their Opinions be bad, 
In Matters concerning the State, 
And negle& for a Party their Trade, 
A icribbling Poet with Nonſenſe, 
For a Dinner will Nobles aſperſe ; 
Tho his Wit is as thin as his Conſcience, 
Or rather as bare as his Purſe, 
A Parliament Member ſometimes 
May make a Nonſenfical Speech, 
The Wheggs may the Tories of Crimes 
For Nonſenfical Reaſons impeach. 
Debates full of Nonſenſe will riſe, 
Upon a Nonſenfical Theme, 
* Mongſt thoſe that pretend to be wiſe, 
And do their own Nonſenſe eſteem. 
Since Nonſenſe is grown ſuch a Charm 
With the es, the Beaux, and the Poet, 
Let each one his Reaſon alarm, 
And he that has Vit, let him ſhow it. 
SONG LXXVII. Mars te Venus, 
| by Cupid. 
Hou little blind Deceiver, go, 
And tell thy beauteous Mother, 
A Reſentment I will ſhew, 
Since ſhe does love another. 


Altho' her Face and Shape's divine, 


Yet I can till withſtand ber: 
I make the ſporting Youth repine, 
And ſhew I'm — 07 
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And if true Love has no Effect, 
On that delightful Treaſure, 
The Pow'r I have I'll not neglect, 
But ſeize her at my Pleaſure, 


SONG LXXVIII. Tho" over, &c. 


HO" over all Mankind beſides my conquer- 
ing Beauty, conquering Beauty, my con- 
quering Beauty reign ; 

My conquering Beauty reign ; 
From him I love, from him I love, when I meet 
Diſgain, 
A — 3 a killing Damp comes o er my 
* 


I'm fair and young, I'm fair and young, 

I'm fair and young in vain. 

I'm fair and young, I'm fair and young, 

I'm fair and young in vain. 

No, no, no, let him wander where he will, 

Let him wander, let him wander, 

Let him wander, let him wander where he will, 

J ſhall have Youth and Beauty, Youth and 
Beauty, Youth and Beauty. 

J ſhall have Youth and Beauty, Youth and 
Beauty ftill ; 

I ſhall have Beauty that can charm a Feve, 

Can charm a Fzve, and no Fault, 

No, no, no, no, no, no, no, no, no, NO, no 
Fault, no, no, no Fault, 

But conſtant Love; 

From my Arms then let him fly, fly, fly, 

From my Arms then let him fly, 

Shall I languiſh, pine, and die? 

No, no, no, no, no, no, no, no, no, no, no, 
no not I, 


SONG LXXIX. 77 Mad. capi, &c. 


E Mad-caps of England, who merry would 


make, 
And for ycur brave Valour would Pains under · 


we 


A wt hh, et 


. 


* 
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Come over for Flanders, and there you ſhall fee 
How merry we'll make it, how frolick we'll be: 
Sing Tanta, ra, ra, ra, ra, ra, Boys, 
Tanta, ra, ra, ra, ra, ra, Boys, 

Tanta, ra, ra, ra, ra, ra, Boys, drink 
Boys, &rink, 
If you have been a Citizen broke by Miſchance, 
And would by your Courage your Credit advance ; 
Here's Stuff to be won by vent' ring your Life, 
£o you leave at home a good Friend by your 
Wife. 
Sing Tanta, ra, ra, &c. Wear Horm, &c. 
But if upon Wenches you have ſpent all your 
Means ; | 
And fill your Minds run upon Whores and 
| eans z 
Here's Wenches enow that will with you go 
From Leaguer to Leaguer in ſpite of your Foe : 
Sing Tanta, ra, ra, &c. Whores all, &c. 


As ſoon as you come to your Enemies Land, 


Where fat Gooſe and Capon you have at Com- 
mand ; 

Sing take them and eat them, or let them alone, 
Sing go out and fetch them, or elſe you get none : 
Sing Tana, ra, ra, &c. Make ſhift, &c. 

Your Serjeants and Officers are very kind, 

If that you can flatter, and ſpeak to their Mind : 

They will free you from Duty, and all other 
Trouble 


Your Money being gone, your Duty comes 
double, 
Sing Tanta, ra, ra, &c. Hard Caſe, &c, 
And when you break an Arm, or a Leg, 
You ſhall have your Paſs thro the Country to beg; 
Your Officer promiſes you ſome other Pay, 
But the Soldier ne'er gets it, no not till . 


day. 
Sins Tanta, ra, ra, &c. Long Time, e. 
E 3 
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At laſt, when you come to your Enemies Walks, 
Where many brave Gallant and Gentleman fall; 
— when you have done the beſt that you can, 
our Captain rewards you, there cles a brave 
Man ; 
Sing Tanta, ra, ra, &c, That's all, &c. 


SONG LXXX. A Dia. gue between 
4 Widow and a Rake. 


r. H! my poor Huſband, for ee 
he's gone. 

Klas! alas! alas I am undone 

I Ggh and I moan, 

Muſt I theſe cold Nights lic «lone ? 

Alas | I'm undone, 

I did what I litt, 

We kifs'd and we kifs'd, 

Till his Vigour he miſs d, 
Till his jolly fat Face grew as ſmall as my Fiſt; 
And 8 his poor Calves, as thin as wy 
We wrangl'd and jangl'd, when in an ill Mood; 
But a- Nights, like two Pigeans, we bill's aad 


We whiſk's and we friſk'd, alack ! and alack! 

Why muſt he for ever, why muſt he for ever, 
now lie on his Back ? 

Why muſt he for ever now lie on his Back ? 


Rake, Why Widow, why Widow, what 
Ha, ha, ha, ha, unn: 


mad ? 
If one Huſband's dead, there are more to be had: 


On k Tu be thy Honey, leave keeping a Pother 3 


like one Nail, ſerves to drive out 
another. 


Widow. How! wk ſo to me z what think 
W eee. 
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Rake. 1 tis an Age; you're mad 
to delay 3 
Moft Wikis avs chuſe ere the Fun'ral Day. 
Video. Not I, IAI ne'er do't. Lard! what 
would People ſay ? 
Rake. They'll fay you're a Woman; come 
off with this Black : 
Come, come, come, come off, come, come of 
93 * RE 
bee, 's a Shape, 's an Arm 's 
a Leg, here's a Back ; l 
Til get thee with Twins till a hundred and ten. 
Widow. You lye; you will talk at another 
Rate then. 
Rake. Then try me. Widow. Leave Fooling. 
Rake. I'll do't by this Kiſs, 
By this, this, and this, I'Il be bang'd if I miſe. 
Widzw. Lard ! ſhould I do this? Rake. 
*T will caſe you of Pain. 
Go, go, you're a ſad Man; ay, do 


thee, Ill kill thee, I'll kill thee with 
Eindneſs | 


SON G LXXXI. Chloe 378d. &c. 


Hror bluſh'd, and frown'd, and ſwore, 
And puſh'd me rudely from her: 

I c2Il'd her faithlefs, jilting Whore, 
To talk to me of Honour. 

But when I roſe, and would be gone, 

She cry d, nav, whither go ye? 
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Young Damon, ſtay; now we're alone, 
Do, do, do what you will, 
Do what you will with Cake: 
Do what you will, what you will, 
What you will with Chie : ? 
Do what you will, what you will, 
What you will with Ch/e, 


SONG LXXXII. Jockie was, &c: 


Ocx1sz was a dowdy Lad, ; 
And Jemmie ſwarth and tawny : 
They my Heart no Captive made, 
For that was Prize to Sazunie. 
Joctie woes, and fighs and ſues, 
And Jemmie offers Money; 
Weel I ſee they both love me, 
But I love only Sawnie. 
Joctie high his Voice can raiſe, 

And Temmie tunes the Viol; ; 
But when Sawnie pipes ſweet Lays, ; 
My Heart kenns no Denial. . 
One, he ſings, and t'other's Strings, 
Tho' ſweet, yet only teaze me, 

Sacuniec s Flute can only do't, 
And pipe a Tune to pleaſe me. 


SONG LXXXIII. There was « jovi. 


Ome, all ye jolly Bacchanals, 
That love to tope good Wine, 
Let us offer up a Hogſhead 
Unto our Maſter's Shrine. 
And a Toping we will go, &c. 

Then let us drink, and never ſhrink, 
For I'll give a Reaſon why; 
*Tis a great Sin to leave a Houſe, 
Till we've drank the Cellar dry. 

And a Toping, &c. 
In Times of old I was a Fool, 
J drank the Water clear; 


* 
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Dut Bacchus took me from that Rule, 
H- thought twas too ſevere. 

Ada Te ping, Ec. 

He fili'd a Goblet to the Brim, 
And bade me take a Sup; 

But had it been a Gallon Pot 
By 7ove I'd toſt it up. 

And a Toping, &c. 

And ever ſince that happy Time, 
Good Wine has been my Cheer: 

Now nothing puts me in a Swoon 

* But Water, or Small Beer. 

And a Ting, &c. 

Then let us tope about, my Boys, 
And never flinch, nor fly ; 

But fill our Skins brim-full of Wine, 
And drein the Buttles dry. 

Ard a Topirg, &c. 


SONG LXXXIV. Lovely, xe. 


Ovely Charmer, deareſt Creature, 
Kind Invader of my Heart; 
Grac'd with ev'ry Gift of Nature, 
Grac'd with ev'ry Help of Art. 
Oh! could I but make thee love me, 
As thy Charms my Heart have mov'd, 
None could e er be bleſt above me; 
None could e er be more belov'd. 


SONG LXXXV. 'Twas when, &c. 


YT IWas when the Sun began to ſhine, 
'T A Nymph as Phoebus ſelf divine, 
A Nymph as Pbæbus ſelf divine, 

Sat ſinging in a Shade: 
And while the Moments 1:d along, 
This was the Barthen of her Song, 

She would not die a Maid. 


A Shepherd heard her tuneful Tale, 
Ard ftrait apprar'd ; the - ymph grew pale, 
| 4 


= 
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When he appear'd the Nymph 
He flew in to her Aid : ee 


He caught the fair one in his Arme, 
He gaz d, and ſwore by all her 


He gaz d, and ſwore by all her Charms, 


She ſhould not dic a Maid. 
She rudely puſh'd the Swain away 
While with her Eyes the bid him flay ; 
While with her Eyes the bid him ftay 
Thoſe Eyes her Heart betray'd. 


163 
And theſe her Charms diſplay d: 
And when ſhe felt Love's pleaſing Dart, 
I'm glad, faid ſhe, with all my Heart, 
I ſhall not die a Maid, 


Thus claſp'd within the fair ones Arme, 


He rifled all her Store of Charms, 

He rifled all her Store of Charms, 
As ſome have boldly faid : 

But this I humbly do conceive, 

And this I hope you will believe, 

And this I hope you will believe, 
She did not die a Maid. 
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SONG LXXXVI. Can you leave, &c. 


N you leave Ranging, 
Ne'er think of Changing, 
And conſtant grow ? 
No: reform and marry ? No; 
In Love nc'er vary? No: 
You'd ſoon grow weary, 
And from me go. 
You'd wiſh to leave me, 
I'd wiſh to leave you 
You would deceive me, 
would deceive you, 
Your Fate you know ; 
] would deceive you, 
Your Fate you know. 


SONG LXXXVII. Young Orpheus. 


Oung Orphers tickl'd his ſo well 
5 He gain d fair Eurydice * Hell, : 
ith a tin bum, twankum, twang. 
Had the been honeſt, as ſhe was fair, 
Les —— cos Wonder the e er came 
there, 
With a twinkum, &c. 
But tis to be fear d ſhe prov d a Scold, 
And therefore the Devil had got her in Hold: 
But for fear ſhe ſhould poiſon all Hell with her 
Tongue, 
The Devil releas d her for an old Song. 
Which was tevinkum, twankum, tewinkum, 
tævantum, t<vinkum, tyvarkum, tcoarg. 


SONG LXXXVIII. Slaves to, &c. 
Laves to London, I'Il deceive you, 

For the Country now I leave you ; 
Who can drink, and not be mad, 
Wine fo dear, and yet ſo bad? 

Tee Noiſe, and Air fo ſmoaky, 
to ſtun, and this to choak ye 3 


— — % — - 
— . ——— RET 
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Men ſo ſelfiſh, falſe, and rude ; 
Nymphs ſo young, and yet ſo lewd, 

If we play, we're ſure of loſing ; 

If we love, our Doom we're chufing : 
At the Play-houſe tedious Sport, 

Cant i'th City, Cringe at Court, 
Dirty Streets, and dirtier Bullies, 
Jolting Coaches, Whores and Cullies ; 
Knaves and Coxcombs ev'ry where, 
Who that's wiſe would tarry here ? 


Quiet, harmleſs Country Pleaſure 
Shall at home engroſs my Leiſure : 
Farewel, London, I'Il repair 

To my Native Country Air; 

And leave all thy Plagues behind me; 
But at home my Wife will find me: 
Oh! ye Gods tis ten times worſe, 
London is the milder Curſe, 


SONG LXXXIX. Two God's, &c. 


wo — of great Honour, Bacchus ati 
one fam d in Mufick, the other in Wire, 
In Heaven were raving, diſputing, and braving, 
Whoſe Theme was the nobleſt, and Trak 
moſt divine : 
Your Muſick, ſays Bacchus, would ftun us ani 
rack us, 
Did Claret not ſoften the Diſcord you make: 
Songs are not inviting, nor Verſes delighting, 
Till Poets of my great Influence partake. 
I'm young plump, and jolly, free from Melar- 
choly, | 
Who — grew ſat by the Sound of a String 
Rogues doom d to a Gibbet do often contribute, 
To purchaſe a Bottle before they do ſwing. 
In Love I am noted, by Old and Young courte:, 
A Girl, when inſpir d by me, is ivon won; 


= > 2M ; £3» . Ly 
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So great are the Motions of one of my Potions, 
The Muſes, the” Maids, 1 could whore ev'ry 
one. 
When Mortals are fretted, perplex'd, or indebted, 
To me, as a Father, for Succour they cry z 
In their iad Conditioh, I hear their — 
A Bottle revives the oppreſt Votary. 
Then leave off your Tooting, your Fidling and 
Fluting, Harp I . 
Aſide lay * and wn to t 
My 1 than . 
uhck is ner chan — Oh? 
—=— this Fellow is drunk fure, or mel- 


TY. "Muſick leſs than Wine and October, 

Since thoſe who love Drinking, are void of all 

And want ſo much Senſe as to keep themſelves 

S Gas Snngng, diſputing and 

jangling 

Came buxom bright Vas to end the Diſpute 2 

. now to caſe ye, Mers bh fall pe 

a Flute. 

Wm and wh « Bats, and charm'd with 

Your Muſick has charm'd me, your Wine haz 
alarm'd me, 


When I have ferm ' d coy and hard to be won 3 
When both have been moving, I could not belp 
loving 
Rnd Wins deocemplinnnd when Muſick begun. 
The Gods, firuck with Wonder, declar'd by 
Jus Thunder, 
They'd mutally join in ſupplying Love's Flame z 
do each, in their Function, mov'd on in Con- 
junction, 
To malt with anne 


SONG XC. Blowzabella. 


LowzA BELLA, my bouncing Doxy, 
Come let us trudge it to Kirkbom Fair, 
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There's ſtout Liquor enough to fox ye, 
And young Cullies to buy thy Ware. 
Sbe. — ye Sot, without me, 
ng 
How I manage the Sale of my T 
Gordy Fighes, ts 346 by edi, * 
You need ne er want me for Supplies. 
He, God-a-mercy, my Sweeting, I find tha 
think' Nting 
To hint by this Twitting, I owe che 
Crown. 


Sbe. Dir 


Your Rate 2 oo delaying will never 

He. 1'll come home when my Pouch is full, 
And ſoundly pay thee all old Arrears. 

She. You'll forget it, your Pate's ſo dull, 
As by drowzy Neglect appears. 

He. May the Drone of my Bag never hum, 
ck | bd fab Bloewze. 


my Buttocks be ev'ry one's Drum, 

8 

2 | Landy Gro, 
She. Smoaking, Toping, 
Whores and Scores will ſpend 

ay yr pant re . 
I ſwear thou ſhalt have ev*ry Grozt. 

She. By the worſt that a Woman c'er found, 
Tf 1 have it, twill fignify nought. 

Ne. If good Nature works no better, 

Blowzabella, I'd have you to know, 


Tho! you fancy my Stock is ſo low, 
I've more Rhino than always 1 ſhow, 


For ſome good Reaſons of State that I know: 


She. Since your Cheating I always knew, 
For my Ware I got ſomething too, 
PF ye more Senſe than to tell to you. 


ſqueakham, Bag-pipe vil 


i 


22 


2 


4 


— e. 
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bie. Singly then let's employ our Wit, 
I'll uſe my Pipes as my Gain does hit. 
r. And if Ia new Chapman get, 
You'll be eaſy too. 
.. Eaſy as any worn-out Shoe. 
C nous. 
Free and frolick, e couple gratis 
Thus we'll foow all the bamas Race, 
That the beſt of the Marriage State is 
Blowzabelha's and Colin's Caſe. 


SONG XCl. 4! you that, &c. 


LL you that muſt needs take a Leap in 
We Lawſon 
Pit Fate of young and Clark : 
Cheated with Hope, by Mercy amus d, 
Betray d by the ſinful Ways we have us d; 
Cropt in our Prime of Strength and Youth z 
Who can but weep at ſo fad a Truth? 

Once we thought twould never be Night; 
But now, alas! *twill never be Light. 
Heav'nly Mercy ſhine on our Soul, 

Death draws near, hark, hark, Sepulchre tolls! 
Nature is ſtronger in Youth than Age, 
Grant us thy Spirit, Lord, Grief to aſſuage. 

Courſes of Evil delighted us, 

Sinful Pleaſure, deceitful Bliſs, 

We ne'er ſhould have Cauſe ſo much to repent, 
Could we with our Callings have been content; 
The Snares of Wine and Women fair, 

Firſt were the Cauſe we now deſpair. , 

You that now view our fatal End, 
Warn'd by our Caſe, your Catriage mend ; 
Soon or late grim Death will come, 

Who'd not prepare for a certain Doom ? 
with lifeles 


Wer d r Wal u naar 


Y, the bleft by being fo, 
* vaſt Joy, & great thy Wor 3 


I waſh'd and patch'd, to make me look 
Sgares that they tibi me would catch the | 
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Ev*ry Sin that gives Delight, 

Will in the End thy Soul affright : 

Tis not thy Youth, thy Wealth, nor Streng, 
Can add to Life one Moment's Length. 

God, that is merciful as juſt, 

Cl-anſe our Hearts, fince die we muſt 3 
Sweet Temptations of worldly Joy 

Make for our Grief, and our Peace deſtroy: 
Think then, when Man his Race has run, 
Death is the Prize which he has won. 

Sure there are none ſo abſurd and odd, 

To think, with the Fool, there is no God? 
What is't we fear, when Death we meet, 
Were it not to account at the Judgment-Seat? 
That Providence, we find Hour, 
Proves him a ſupernat'ral Pow'r: 

In Mercy open thy bright Abode, 
Receive our Souls, tremendous God. 


SONG KXCII. D#'il take, ke. 


E'il take the War, that hurry'd Wih 


from me, 
Who to love me juſt had ſworn ; 
They made him Captain ſure to undo me, 
Woe's me ! he'll ne'er return. 
A thouſand Loons abroad will fight him, 
He from thouſands ne er will run: 
Day 2nd Night I did invite him, 
'To ftay at home from Sword and Gun. 
I us'd alluring Graces, 
With muckle kind Embraces, 


Now ſighing, then crying, Tears dropping fall; 


And had he my ſoft Arms 
Preferr'd to War's Alarms, 


By Love grown mad, without the Man of Goh 


1 fear in my Fit I had granted all. 


To 


7 
Re 
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And cn my Head a huge Commode ſat poking, 
Which made me ſhew as tall again ; 
enz, For a new Gown too I paid muckle Money, 
Which with golden Flow'rs did ſhine ; 
My Love well might think me gay and bonny, 
No Scotch Laſs was e er fo fine, 
My Petticoat I ſpotted, 
£ Fringe too with Thread I knotted, 
n, Lzce-ſhoes, and Silk-Hoſe, Garter full over 
Knee; 
But oh! the fatal Theught, 
0d ? To Willy theſe are nought ; 
Who rode to Towns, and rifled with Drogoons, 
eat? When he, filly Loon, might have plunder'd me. 


SONG XCIII. The Troiteber. 


Damſel, I'm told, 
Of delicate Mold, 
Whoſe Father was dead, to enrich her, 
be, Of all her fine Things, 
| Lace, Ribbons, and Rings, 
Wh P::z'd nothing ſo much as her Twitcher, poor Girl, 
Priz'd natbing ſo much as ber Titcher, 
The Youths all around, 
With Courtſhip profound, 
Try'd every Art to bewitch her, 
But ſhe was ſo chaſte, 
She'd not be embrac'd 
By any Thing elſe but her Twitcher, poor Girl, 
By any Thing, &c. 
| oy offer'd his _ 
Exchange for herſelf, 
3 fall; 11 to him the Parſon might ſtitch ber; 
But ſtill ſhe reply d, 
She'd never be ty'd 
Gal, To any Thing elſe but *. Nee, poor c, 


ö To an Thing, &c. : 
— But Cupid grown wild, 
ch | To ſee himſelf foil'd, 


dal, to find Ways to bewitch her, 
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1 Whatever betide, 
ſcorn'd to ive Way to the Twitcher, poor Cui, 
He ſeora'd, tec. : 


ongue 
Was baited with Words to bewitch her, 
The God did prepare, 
To combat the Fair, 
And try'd to out-rival her Twitcher, poor Git, 
Ard try'd, &c. 
Young Serepbem drew nigh her, 
And finſh'd with Deſire, 
Try'd Kiſfes and Oaths to bewitch her; 
He prattl'd and toy d, 
But ſtill the reply d, 
Piſh, let go the Hold of my Twitcher, poor Oin, 
Piſh, let go, &c. 
But this cunning 
So well took his Mark, 
He found out the Way to o'er-reach her ; 
He gave her a Trip, 
Which d to li 
The myſtical Knot of her T 
The myſtical, &c. 
And thus having ended 
The Thing he intended, 
Who knows what he did to bewitch her, 


» poor Girl, 


Now do, &c. | 
SONG XCIVv. The London Medly. 
end Ambition, all Joy to great Cejer, 
ſhall ne'er be 
N 2 r 1 . 
And call upen Dat, with hi, je, ho. 
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Remember, ye Whigs, what was formerly done; 
And Jenny come tie my bonny Cravat; | 
If I live to grow old, for I find I grow down, 
For I cannot come every Day to woo. 


Jcve in his Throne was a Fumbler, Tom Farthing, 

And FJockie and Jenny together did lie; 

Oh ! Mother, Roger : Boys, fill us a Bumper, 

For why will ye die, my poor Celia, ah! Why? 

Hark! how thund' ring Cannons do roar, 

Ladies of London, both wealthy and fair ; 

Charon make haſte, and ferry me o'er, 

Lilli burlero bullen a la. 

Chloris, awake, four-pence half-penny farthing, 

Give me the Laſs that is true — -bred cas 

Like Jahn of Gaunt, I walk Covert -Garden, 

Iam a Maid, and a very good Maid : 

Ta bonny Lads were Satoney and Fockey, 

The Delights of the Bot "= Ch 
good Mac; 

Wading the Water fo deep, my ſweet Maggy - 

Cold and raw, let it run in the right Line. 

Old Obadiab ſings Ave Maria, 

Sing Lulla-by Baby on the Tree Top; 

An old Woman and her Cat fat by the Fire, 

Now this is my Love, dy'e like her ho? 

Old Charon thu: preach'd to his Pupil Aclillis, 

And under this Stone here lies Gabriel John ; 

Happy was I at the Sight of fair Ptillis, 

What ſhould a young Woman do with ut cd 
Man ? 

There's old Father Peters, with his Rr 
Creatures, 

There was an eld Weman ſold Puddings and 

| Pies ; 

Cannons with Thunder ſhall fill them with 
Wender, 

] once lov'd a Laſs that had bright rolling Eyes; 

There's my Maid Mary, ſhe does mind ko 


, 
F 
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Prop don ay Fu and = I did run; 

ids him prepare to To- 

Alas! I don't know Andy Ar "0 
My Life and Death lie both in your Pow'r, 
And Man to his Mind, Shrew for me 
On the Hank of a Brook, as I fat 
Shall I die a Maid, and ne'er married be ? 
Udſbuds, let Oliver now be forgutten, 

Joan is as good as my Lady in the Dark; 
Cuckolds are Chriſtians, Boy, all the World over, 
And here's a full Bumper to Robin, Fobn Clark, 


SONG XCV. Thomas, I cannot. 


, come, my Molly, come let us be j 
( 1 * 

y Mother's from home, and we are alone, 

Come let us be merry together ; 
I'll give you Rings, and Bracelets fine, 
And other fine Trinkets, if you'll be mine. 
O no, kind Sir, 1 dare not incline, 

Mether ſbe tells me I munnot, I mmm, 

| Mother foe tells me I munnor. 
You ſhall have a Gown of the fineſt Silk 

That ever yet was ſeen, 
You ſhall have the Cream of all the Milk 

Of the Cows that go oer the Green; 
You ſhall have Curds and Cheeſe-cakes Store, 
And Cuſtards too, all ſugar d o'er. 
O no, kind Sir, pray aſk no more, 

My Mother, &c. 
You ſhall have a Petticoat fine and gay, 

The beft in all tke Town, 
And you ſhall wear it ev'ry Day, 

An 


%. a 
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Y ſettle you in a Copy- hold 
Of Forty Pounds a Vear, 
And I have twenty Pound in Gold, 
y Will fer tv buy good Chear. 
O no, kind Sir, I know you too well, 
Give you an Inch, and you'll take an Ell, 
And when you have done, you'll tell, you'll tell. 
My Msther, &c. 


SONG XCVI. Hail Maſonry. 
Ail Maſonry, thou Craft divine 
Glory cf Earth, from Heav'n reveal'd; 
hich doth with Jewels precious ſhine, 
From all but Maſons Eyes conceal'd. 
f. Chor. Thy Praiſes due calo can rehearſes 
ah, Ir nervous Proſe, : or flowing Verſe ? 
As Men from Brutes diſtinguiſh'd are, 
A Maſon other Men excels ; 
For what's in Knowledge choice and rare, 
But in his Breaft ſecurely dwells. 
* Chor. His Alent Breaſt, and faithful Heart, 
| Preſerve the Secrets of the Art. 
2 From ſcorching Heat, and piercing Cold, 
From Beaſts whoſe Roar the Foreſt rend: 
From the Aſſaults of Warriors bold, 
The Maſons Art Mankind defends. 
Chor. Be to this Art due Honcur paid, 
From which Mankind receive ſuch Aid. 
© Enfigns of State, that feed our Pride, 
Diſtinctions troubleſome and vain ! 
By Maſons true are laid aſide, 
Art's free - born Sons ſuch Toys diſdain. 
Chor. Ennobled by the Name they bear, 
Diſtinguiſh'd by the Badge they wer. 
Svreet Fellowſhip from Envy free, 
Friendly Converſe of Brotherhood ; 
The Lodge's laſting Cement be, 
N. „ has for Ages firmly = 
A Loge thus built, for Apes paſt, 
| Has laſted, and <vill paths, >" F 2 
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Then in our Songs be Juſtice done 

To thoſe who have enrich d the Art, 
From Jabel down to Parlingtor, 

And let each Brother bear a Part. 
Chor. Let noble Maſons Healths go round, 


Their Praiſe in lofty Lodge reſound. 
SONG XCVII. Feli Swain, t. 
Ooliſh Swain thy Sighs forbear, 
Nothing can her Paſſion move: 


Celia, with a careleſs Air, 
Laughs to hear the Tales of Love. 


Darts and Flames the Nymph defies, 

Joys which others Hearts beguile ; 
Pleaſure ſparkles in her Eyes, 

Gay without an am'rous Smile. 
Celia, like the feather d Choir, 

from this to that Defire, 
lutt'ring till in new Delight. 

Pleas'd ſhe ſeems when you are by, 

And when abſent, ſhe's the ſame ; 
Talks of Love like you or I, 

But believes't an empty Name. 
Always eaſy, ever kind, 

When you think you have her ſure, 
Such a Temper you will find 

Quick to wound, but flow to cure. 


SONG XCVIII. And in each Trad, &. 
A. in each Tract of Glory ſince, 


For their lov d Country, or their Prince, 
rinces that hate, that hate Rem s Tyranny, 


And join the Nations Right with their o 


Royalty, 
Nene were more ready, 


None were more ready, 
In Diftreſs to fave ; 
No none were more loyal, 
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No none were more loyal, 
No none were more loyal, 
None more brave. 


SONG XCIX. Thro' the Wadd, &c. 
S early I walk'd on the firſt of ſweet May, 
Beneath a ſteep Mountain, 
Beſide a clear Fountain, 
I heard a grave Lute ſoft Melody play; 
Wuilſt Echo reſounded the dolorous Lay. 
I liſten'd, and Jook'd, and ſpy d a young Swain 
With Aſpect diſtreſſed, 
And Spirits oppreſſed, 
Seem clearing afreſh, like the Sky after Rain, 
And thus he diſcover'd how he ſtrove with his 
Pain, 
Tho' Eliza be coy, why ſhould I repine, 
That a Maid much above me 
Vouchſafes not to love me : 
In her high Sphere of Worth I never could ſhine, 
Then why ſhould I ſeck to debaſe her to mine ? 
No; henceforth Eſteem ſhall govern my Deſire, 
And in due Subjection 
Retain warm Affection, 
To ſhew that Self- love inflames not my Fire, 
And that no other Swain can more bumbly admire, 
When Paſſion ſhall ceaſe to rage in my Breaſt, 
Then Quiet returning | 
Shall huſh my ſad Mourning, 


| And, Lord of myſelf, in abſolute Reſt, 


Tu hug the Condition which Heav'a ſhall think 


beſt. 
Thus Friendſhip unmix'd, and wholly refin' 
Kill be reſpected, G * 
Tho' Love is : 


Els ſhall own, tho to Love not inclin'd, 


That the ne'er had a Friend like her Lover re- 
fign'd, 


94 The N1iGaTINnGALE. 


| May the fortunate Youth, who hereafter ful 


woo, 

With "rous Endeavour, 

And gain her dear Favour, 

Know as well as I, what t' Ekſa is due, 
Be much more deſerving, but never leſs true. 
Whilſt I, diſengag'd from all amorous Cares, 

Sweet Liberty taſting, 

On calmeſt Peace feaſting, 

Employing my Reaſon to dry up my Tears, 

In Hopes of Heav'n's Bliſſes III ſpend my fer 
Years. 

Ye Pow'rs that preſide over virtuous Love, 

Come aid me with Patience, 

To bear my Vexations ; 
With equal Deſires my flutt rine Heart move, 
With Sentiments pureſt my Notions improve. 
If Love in his Fetters e er catch me again, 

May Courage protect me, 

And Prudence direct me; | 
Prepar'd for all Fates, rememb'ring the Swain, 


Who grew happily wiſe, after Joving in vain. + 


SONG C. 77 Beaus of Pleaſuri. 


E Beaus of Pleaſure, 

Whoſe Wit at Leiſure 

Can count Love's Treaſure, 
Its Joy and Smart ; 

At my Deſire, 

With me retire, 


Three Moons that haſted, 
Are hardly waſted, 
, Ao Ray 
Fl 's 
| ty z 

No Face ſo = a 
No Jas Poly, , 

So freſh and gy: 
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tal Her Skin by Natuce, 
Ko Ermine better, 
Tho? that fins Creature 
Is white as Snow : 
With blooming Graces 
b Adorn'd her Face is; 
, Her flowing Treſſes 
As black as Slow, 
She*s tall and lender, 
k She's ſoft and tender, 
er Some God commend her, 
My Wit's too low. 
To bring her under ; 
She's all a Wonder, 


ve, From Top to Toe. 

re. Then ceaſe you Sages, 
To quote dull Pages, 
That in all Ages 


Our Minds are free: 
wan, Tho? great your Skill is, 


in. * So ſtrong the Will is, 
MA Love for Phillis 
ure. | Muſt ever be. 
SONG CI, Paliant Jockie. 


Eauty from Fancy takes its Arms, 
And ev'ry common Face ſome Breaft may 
move, * 

Some in a Look, a Shape, or Air find Charms, 
To juſtify their Choice, or boaſt their Love. 

But had the great Apelles ſeen that Face, 
When he the Cyprian Goddeſs drew, 

He had neglected all the female Race, = 
Thrown his firſt Num by, and copy'd youu. 

In that Deſign, 
Great Nature would combine 
To fix the Standard of her facred Coin ; 


F 4 
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The charming Figure had enhanc'd his Fame, 
And Shrines been rais'd to Seraphina's Name. 
But fince no Painter eer could take 
That Face which baffles all his curious Art; 
And he that ftrives the bold Attempt to make, 
As well might paint the Secrets of the Henn. 
O happy Glaſs, I'll thee prefer, 
Content to be like th* inanimate, 
Since only to be gaz'd on thus by her, 
A better Life and Motion would create. 
Her Eyes would inſpire, 
And like Promotheus* Fire, 
At once inform the Piece, and give Deſie; 
The charming Phantom 1 would graſp, and fy 
Ober all the Orb, tho' in that Moment die. 
Let meaner Beauties fear the Day, 
Whoſe Charms are fading, and ſubmit to Time 
The Graces which from them it ſteals away, 
It with a laviſh Hand ſtill adds to thine. 
The God of Love in Ambuſh lies, 
And with his Arm farrounds the Fair, 
He points his conqu*ring Arrows in theſe Eyes, 
Then hangs a ſharpned Dart at ev'ry Hair. 
As with fatal Skill, 
Turn which way you will, 
W oe flaming Sword each Way you 


3 
So rip'ning Y' improve rich Nature's Store, 
1 
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He was never heard to ſay, 
He'd enough, and away, 
But would ftay till he'd ſpent &v'ry Rag on. 
Damn'd Niggards, I can't abide 'em 
The Canaries, and the Rhine 
Can't furniſh me with Wine ; 
Drawer, fetch me a Hogſhead to ftride on, 
And call me the God of the Vine. 
With Cluſters of Grapes come crown me, 
Let a Deluge of Liquor flow round me; 
For my Living 1 could chaſe 
In an Element of Booze, 
For an Occan of it can't drown me. 


Let the Dutch and the Germans thunder, 
Revel Sun from Sun, 
Drink Tun upon Tun, 

I'll make the 4--d Dogs knock under; 
Still as freſh as when I begun. 

Bacchus, come drink, and be poxed, 

Your Noſe ſhall ſoon be foxes : 
Sipping Gallons at a Draught, 

Can't ſerve my thirſty Throat, 

For I never tope leſs than a Hogſhead. 


'SON G ill. Of all the Girls, &c. 
F all _—— > 
Kr 
And ſhe lives in our Alley: 
There is no Lady in the Land, 
Is half fo ſweet as Sally: 
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She is the Darling of my Heart, 
When ſhe is by, I leave my Work, 
I Jove her fo 


Of all the Days are in the Week, 
I dearly love but one Day ; 

R RITES vaverter 

e Saturday and Monday: 

For then I'm dreſt all in my be, 
To walk abroad with 

She is the Darling of my 
And the lives in our Alley, g 

My Maſter carries me to Church, 
ant nas Ii): 

Becauſe I leave him in the Lurch, 
As ſoon as Text is named: 

a 


Oh , 
I'll hoard it up, and box it all, 

Aud give it tomy : 
13 
| F'd give it all to Sadly ; 
She is the Darling of my Heart, 

And the lives in our Alley. 

My Maſter, and the Neighbours all, 
, TD CON | 
And (but for her) I'd better be 

* 


— 
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yon; ng: 

Oh marry ; 

Oh ! CRIT DF an went tas, 
But not in our Alley. 


SON G Civ. Some ſoy Women, &e. 


ſay Women are like the Seas, 
Some the Waves, and ſome the Roche; 
Some the Roſe, that ſoon decays ; 
Some the Weather, md the Cries 
But if you'll give me leave to tell, 
There's nething can be compar'd ſo well, 
As Wine, Wine, Women and Wine ; 
They run in @ Parallel, they run in a Parallel. 
Women are Witches, when they will, 
So is Wine, ſo is Wine; 
hor frm leap N 
N pcs a Dre” and — 
put a Gig in 
Ant nd their Wits w guther Wool 
"Tis Wine, &c. 


What is't that makes your Viſage ſo pale ? 
What is it makes your Looks divine ? 

What is't that makes your Courage to fail ? 
Is it not Women ? Is it not Wine ? 

'Tis Wine will make you fick when you re well z 


'Tis Women — Forchead to ſwell: 
J Wine, &c. 


dn rel 
Which Conſcience do profeſs ; 
——_— ſort 1 


1282 IM 
That loath to live by Merit, 
r Sons Gn ns Og 
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One met with a holy Siſter of ours, 
A Saint who dearly lov'd him, 
And fain he would have kiſs'd her, | 
Becauſe the Spirit mov'd him: : 
But ſhe deny'd, and he reply'd, | 
Thandhwamian, ds anc ment, 
conſent, do not repent, | 
For the Spirit doth move me to N HN 
She, not willing to offend, 2 
Vielded unto his Motion, "hw 
And what theſe Two did intend, 
Was out of pure Devotion. it 
To lie with a Friend and a Brother, 
She thought the ſhould die no Sinner; 
But ere five Months were paſt, 
The Spirit was quick within her. 
But what will the Wicked fay, 
When they ſhall hear this Rumour ? 
They'll laugh at us ev'ry Day, 
And ſcoff us in ev'ry Corner: 
Let em do ſo ſtill, if that they will, 
We mean not to follow their Faſhion ; 
They're none of our Sect, nor of the Ele, 
Nor none of our Congregation. 
But when the Time was come, 
That ſhe was to be laid, 


me, 
Committed by her, they ſaid ; 

*Cauſe they did know, and ſhe did ſhew, 
"Twas done by a Friend and a Brother; 
But a very great Sin, they ſaid, it had been, 

If it had been done by another. 


SONG CVLI. Yorkfiire Tale. 
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| A Parſori there was, and whoſe Name I could tell, 


But ſuppoſe I do not, it will do full as well, 
Whoſe Wife did all Torkfoire in Deauty excel. 
With a down, &c. 


Her Texture ſo perfect, her Eyes black as Sloe, 

Her Hair curling ſhone, and like Jet it did ſhow, 

Which often denotes tis the ſame Thing below. 
With a dowun, &c. 

A ſprightly young Spark ſhe had ſmitten ſo "4 

Nor Day had he Quiet, nor Night could he 

Which made him think how to her Bed he mould 


creep. 
W:th a dun, &c. | 
Aſſiſtance he wanted, and then did unbend 
His Mind to a Brother, beſure a good Friend ; 
Who ſaid, Fear not, Warr, thou ſhalt compaſs 
thy End. 
With a — &c. 


In Woman's Apparel dreſs out, and be gay, 

I' venture my Life on't, twill be a ſure Way, 

If you condeſcend but to what I ſhall ſay. 
With a daun, Sc. 


And thus to the Parſon's this Couple rode on : 


Dear Doctor I 2 


Which Office + wap ſhall gratefully own. 
With a down, p 


This Lady ca ng has Love bete e 


Says Frank, I confeſs, Sir, you're right, 
But here lies the Hardſhip, e 


Get te nxt Town fr 3 Lodging w Night, 


With a dawn, &c, 
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Take no Care of that, Sir, for thus it ſhall be, 
The Lady, if ſhe thinks it fit to agree, 


Shall lie with my deareft, and you lie with me, 


With a down, &c. 


You ſo much oblige me, in what you now ſay, 
J hope in return I ſhall find out a Way, 


Such generous Kindneſs with Thanks to repay, 


With a down, &c. 
This being agreed on, both Sides did conſent, 
To put the Glaſs round, and the Evening was 


2 good Chear, then to Bed they all 
went. 
With a down, &c. 


No ſooner in Bed then, but with a bold Grace, 

Watt, full of Defire, thus open d the Caſe ; 

Dear Madam, fays he, I muſt — then did em · 
brace 


With a down, &c. 
Confounded the lay, and not able to 


ſpeak, 


To think how theſe Wags had deceiv'd her and 


Diet; 
But at laſt ſhe was pleas'd with the Frolick and 
Trick. 


With a down, &c. 
He pleas'd her ſo well, pd uy + ny wn 
ry ho bod 9 7 
Which thus to her Huſband the form' the next 


Day. 
With a down, &c. 8 

This L deareſt, laſt Night full of Grief, 
bo an «bn mp pg re 
Conſent, tho I've promis'd him to be his Wife. 
With a dewn, &c. 

To-morrow, faid the, and then freely went on, 
Tho' I love him, my Heart tells me I muſt be 


| 


gone: | 
If &, the Man, know be undorh+ 
ready 3 


U 
1 
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Fo 


—_ 


F 


* 


The NIGHTINGALE. 103 


Now how to prevent this, I'll think of a Way, 

If 1 can perſuade her ſome Time for to ſtay ; 

And that's a good Office, I'm ſure you will ſay. 
With a dern, &c. 

'Tis ſo, my dear Creature; pray do what you 


can 
To pleaſe her, and bring her to Humour again 3 
And I'll do my beſt to divert the poor Man. 
I, ith a dawon, &c. 
The Plot fo well taken, made both their Hearts 
bound ; 
All Night, and all Day too, whenever they found 
Convenience for Paſtime, her Pleaſure he crown'd, 
With a decun, &c. 
And we my Friend War? his full Swing did 
obtain 
The Wife too in Tranſport a whole Week did 
reign 
and the Man, ne er the worſe, had his Mare 
back again. — 
With a desen, &c. 


SONG CVIL There liv'd long ago 
in a Conntry Place. 


Aiﬀes and Gammer were faſt in their Neſt, 
And all the young Fry of their Cribs were 
ft 


Set, Whitefeot, and Puſe, in the Aſhes were laid, 


And a blinking Ruſh-Candle juſt over their Head. 
Urſle was ſcouring her Diſhes and Platter, 
Preparing to make her good Friend the Hog 


| 3 
Greas'd up to the Elbow, as much to the Eye, 


Till her embroider'd Clothes were ready to fry. 

the Plowman i th* Chimney lay ſnoring, 
Ti * þ rn 
Did 2 convey to the great Logger- 


The whifp'ring News, that they were all a»bed. 
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Up ſtarted Roger, and rubbing his Eyes, 
Straight to his dear Urſla in Paſſion he hies; 
Then leaning his Elbow on Urſia's broad Back, 
Complain'd that his Heart was ready to crack. 
Urſla, b' ing vex'd at the Weight of her Love, 
Cry'd, Capid, why doſt thou thus treach'rous 


prove ? 
In an angry Mood then ſhe turn'd her about, 
And the Diſh-clout lapt over the Face of the 
Lout. 
Reger b'ing angry at ſuch an Affront, 
And not at all minding of what might come 
on't 
He gave her a Kick, with ſuch wond'rous Mettle, 
As tumbl'd poor Urſfla quite over the Kettle, 
This Noiſe and Rumbling ſet Gaffer awaking, 
And fearing, left Thieves had been ſtealing his 


With a Pur down the Stairs, in a trice he came 

„ Bow ang, white Uige ty 
tumbling. 

Pox take you, quoth he, for a Rogue and 2 
Whore ; 

So turn d the Lovers quite out of the Door, 

Nor minding the Rain, nor the cold windy Wea» 

| ther, 

To finiſh their Loves in a Hog-ftye together. 

SONG CVIIL When fr,, &c. 


Hen firſt to Cambridge we do come, 
Tol, iel, deral, &c. | 
From Mamma's dear beloved 


. 
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Tis ten to one he proves a Knave, 
Tel, kl, deral, &c. 

Who minds not what we do all Day, 

So we come home at Night to pray. 
Te, lol, deral, &c. 


Then ſtrait he bules us Arifotle, 


Tel, lol, deral, &c. 
Which we pawn often for a Bottle ; 
Tel, ol, deral, &c. 
And Euclid's Elements muſt pack, 
For a better Element, good Sack. 
Tol, lol, deral, &c. 
Then he writes home unto our Friends, 
Tol, lol, deral, &c. 
For Money to ſerve his own Ends, 
Tol, hol, deral, &c. 
Which he keeps ſafe lock'd up in Trunk, 
Whilſt we abroad are ticking drunk. 
Tel, fol, deral, &c. 
There's Item, for Homer, that blind Poet, 
Tol, lol, deral, &c. 
Be ſure your Tutor does not know it: 
Tel, lol, deral, &c. 
We'll ſmoak, and drink, and merry be, 
Until we are as blind as he, 
Tol, bel, deral, &c. 
Tol, lol, deral, &c. 
Enjoy your Bottle and your Friend, 
Tol, bl, deral, &c. 
We'll drink and fmoak, and take our Fill 
We may be Parſons if we will. 
Tol, lol, deral, &c. 


SONG CIX. Pretty Miſtreſs. 
Know I'm no Poet, my Song it will ſhew it, 
My Sorrow it flows like a Spring; 
Altho* you may ſhame me, the World cannot 
blame me, 


Why I thus dolefully ſing. 


1 
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My Loſs it is great, and ſuch a Defeat | 
No Mortal had ever before ; He 

She had ev'ry Feature, a ſweet pretty Creature; 
And what Man can fay any more, 

And what Man, Cc. 

Her Lips they were true, of a Coventry bl 
Her Hair of a fine Bow Dye ; 5 

Her Stature was low, bat her Noſe was not ſo, 
It was a moſt delicate high: 

Her upper Lip thin, which fairly turn'd in, 
Her Teeth were as black as a Coal; 

Her under ſtood out, to receive from her Snout 
The Droppings that fell from each Hole. 
The Droppings, &c. 

No Needle or Pin were more ſharp than hei 

Chin, - 
Which her Noſe did moſt lovingly meet; 

Like S:fſter and Brother, they kiſſed each other; ) 

It was a great Pleaſure to ſee t. ' 

No Globe could be found ſo perfectly round, | 
As her Back was to all that did mind her ; | 

E 11 


W, | 
To ſtudy the Globe behind her. ge 
To ſtudy, &c. 

'Tho' ſome Teeth ſhe wanted, the reſt were weil If 

planted, | 


*Cauſe Nature ſhould know no Neglect; | 
What in one ſhe deny d, ſhe in t'other ſupply'd, 
Becauſe there ſhould be no Defect. 
It's common, you know, Teeth ftand in a Row, 
The beſt, and the neweſt Way; 5 
Yet without doubt, her's ſtood in and out, 
As if they d been dancing the Hay. 
As if they'd, Cc. 
Mer mus voy rang, one Leg ſhort, t'other 
ong, 


To make up her perfe Shape ; 


> > © Y 
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Her Checks were like Lent, when tis almoſt- 
ſpent, 
She had a delicate Face like an Ape; 
Her Skin might be taken for a Gammon of Bacon, 
Her Breaſts like a Trencher, ſo flat; 
She had a fine Mouth, which flood North and 
South; 
Oh! ſhe'd delicate Eyes like a Cat, 
Oh! ſhe, Ec. 
Now I think it meet to talk of her Feet, 
I'll tell you how fine they were made z 
If you'll believe me, I will not deceive ye, 
They were the true Shape of a Spade : 
So broad, and ſo flat, that when ſhe did pat, 
So good a Guard the did keep, 
With her Legs high and low, that when the did 


£9, 

You'd ſwear ſhe'd been playing Boh peep. 
You'd ſwear, Cc. 

But this long Narration breeds ſuch Moleftation 
Within my unfortunate Breaft, 

TU now give it o'er, and ſo ſay no more, 
But leave yon to gueſs at the reſt. 

Search the World round, no ſuch can be found, 
So well the pleaſed my Fancy 

I hall pine all my Life, for the Loſs of my Wife, 
And there is an End of poor Nancy. 
And there is an End of poor Nancy. 


SONG cx. Ji Begger. 


Here was a jovial Beggar, 
He had a wooden Leg $ 


Lame from his Cradle, 
33 
a doe 
Will ge, will go. * 


Anda begging we will ge. 
A Bay for his Oatmeal, 


Another for his Salt; 
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And a Pair of Crutches, 
To ſhow that he can halt, 
And a begging, &e. 
A Bag for his Wheat, 
Another for his Rye; 
A little Bottle by his Side, 
To drink when he's a dry. 
And a begging, 8&c. 
To Pimblico we'll go, 
Where we ſhall merry be; 
With ev'ry Man a Can in's Hand, 
And a Wench upon his Knee. 
And a begging, &c. 
And when we are diſpoſed 
To tumble on the Graſs, 
We have a long patch'd Coat, 
To hide a pretty Laſs, 
And a begging, &c. 
Full ſeven Years I begged | 
For my old Maſter Wild; 
He taught me how to beg, 
When I was but a Child. 


For when he's a weary , 
He'll lay him down to reſt. 
And a begging, &c. 


1. 
T 


1 
S. 
T 
N 


# «3 _ at. 8: .- 
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I fear no Plots againſt me, 
I live in open Cell: 
Then who would be a King, 
When Beggars live ſo well ? 
Aud a begging, ec. 
SONG CxI. Lillibulers. 


OU that love Mirth, attend to my Song, 
A Moment you never can better employ z 
Sacuney and Teague were trudging along, 
A Bonny Scets Lad, and an i Dear Joy: 
They never before had ſeen a Wind-mill, 
Nor had they heard ever of any ſuch Name 3 
As they were a walking, | 
And merrily talking, | 
At laſt, by meer Chance, to a Wind-mill they 
came. 
Ha, ha! ſays Sawney, what do ye ca that? 
To tell the right Name o't * A at a Loſs. 
Te readily anſwer'd the Scet, 
"Tedeed 1 believe l Shaint Patrick's Crofs. 
inn you'll find your ſell mickle miſ- 


taken, 
Fer is is Saint Andrew's Croſs, I can ſwear 3 
For there is his Bonnet, 
And Tartans hang on it, 
The Plad, and the Trews our Apoftle did wear, 


Nay, o my Shcul, Joy, thou telleſht all Lees, 
For that, I will ſwear, is Shaint Patrick's Coat, 
I ſhee't him in Ireland buying the Freeze, 
And that, I am ſhure, iſh the ſame that he 


t 
n 
Made either the Covenantiſh ſholemn, or League 3 
For o' my Shalwaſhion, 
He was my Relaſhion, 
And had a great Kindgeſh for honeſht poor 
Teague, o 
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Wherefore, ſays Teague, I will, by my Shoul, 
Lay down my Napthackle, and take out my 


, | 

And under this holy Croſs ſet I will fall, 

And ſhay Pat erneſpter, and ſome of my Creeds. 
So Teague began with humble Devotion, 
To kneel before Shaint Patrick's Crofs ; 

The Wind fell a blowing, | 

And ſet it a going, 
And it gave our Dear- Joy a terrible Toſs. 

tehee d, to fee how poor T; 
Lay —_— his Ears, and roll'd on the 
raſs, 

Swearing, it was ſurely the De'il's Whirlygig, 

And none (he roar'd out) of St. Patrick's Croſs. 
But ith it indeed, cries he ina Paſſion, [fore ? 
The Croſs of our Shaint that has croſh me ſo 

Upon my Shalwaſhion, 

This ſhall be a Cawſhion, 
To truſt to Shaint Patrick's Kindneſh no more. 

to Teague then merrily cry'd, 

This Patron of yours is a very bad Loon, 
'To hit you fic a fair Thump on the Hide, 

For kneeling before him, and begging a Boon; 


Let me adviſe you to ſerve our St. Andrew, 


He, by my Saul, was a ſpecial gude Man ; 
For ſince your St. Patrick 
Has ſerv'd ye fic a Trick, 

I'd fee him hang'd up ere I'd ſerve him again. 


SONG CXII. Sally in our, &c. 


HO? late I was a Nun moft pure, 
I now am alter'd quite-a ; 

A Cloyſter 1 Il no more endure, 

Nor ſay my Pray'rs th' Night-a £ 
In warmer Work the Hours I'll ſpend, 

Nr +) a Prieſt give Ear-a f 
Tho' tv Religion ſome pretend, 

A young Gallant ig dear-a, - 


D 


A 


ee. 
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My Clothes were once of Linnen clean, 
But now they re Silk moſt gay-a, 
For fince the courtly Dames Ive ſcen, 
I'll be as fine as they-a. 
Old Father Girards I'Il deſpiſe, 

Nor to their Rules incline-az; 
Tu love but thoſe, who ſay, my Eyes 
The riſing Sun out-ſhine-a. 

To Church, alas! I'll never go, 

Nor at Confeſſion kneel-a ; 

But at the Play Ill hear ſome Beau 

His tender Paſſion tell-a. | 
Since Maids ſuch Pleaſures here partake, 

Who would be then confin'd-a ? 

Ido not doubt but Time will make 

Each Val of my Mind-a. 


SONG CXIII. Believe my Sighs, 
my Tears, my Dear. 


Damon. Ehold the Birds, in Love combin d, 
In friendly Couplets move ! 
O would you try, you ſoon would find, 
Like theirs, my conſtant Love. 


Celia. Such moving Words I muſt not hear, 
So fatal to a Maid; 
Should I believe, too much I fear 
My Love would be betray'd. 
Daman. O ſmile, my Dear! nor thus diſdaia 
The Heart which is your Prize, 
Then kindly look, and eaſe my Pain, 
Or wretched Damon dies. 
Celia. If Damon I your Heart have won, 
| And cauſe you fo to grieve ; 
I, in Exchange, have loſt my own, 
Which I can ne'er retrieve. , 
Damon, Then ſince our mutual Love we've ſhewn, 
No more, my Dear, torment. 
| Cilia, Altho' I'm willing, I muſt own, , 
| I dare not yet conſent, G 2 
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Damon. To yonder Shade we'll ftrai repair 
1 


Celia, Your Tongue's ſo ſweet, I muſt declare, 


SON G CXIV. Phillis, as, &c. 
YL via, on her Arm recli 
In a ſhady Grove's Retreat, 
Lay in looſe Attire, deſigning, fa, la, la, &x. 
To avoid the ſultry Heat. 
Tho" unveil'd, ſhe thought no Stander- 
by could view the lonely Fair, 


While young Zephyr cams and fann'd ha fh, 


its 
Beauteous Face with fragrant Air. 
There the blooming Nymph lay panting, 
Sighing for her abſent Swain, 
There extended the lay wanting fa, la, Gx. 
Him to caſe her Love-fick Pain. 
Soon the happy Youth, who wen her, 
To the kind Retreat _ Le. 
And in Tranſport gaz d upon 
Charms repos'd in Slumber there. 
Love perſuaded, twas no Sin to 
A F lames without Debate, 
$0 he boldly enter d into fa, la, la, Ce. 
Tales of Love with Sylvia ſtrait. 


SONG CXV. YT: Commons, &c. 


Hoe'er to a Wife 

Is Iink'd for his Life, 

Is plac'd in moſt wretched Condition: 
Tho? plagu'd with her Tricks, 
Like a Bliſter the fticks, 

And Death is his only Phyfician, 

And Death, &e. 
May give a Man 

give a oy, 
When ſymmap'd by Leve d by Beauty: 
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But where is the Bliſs in 
are, Our conjugal Kiſſing, 
When Paſſion is prompted by Duty ? 
e. When Paſſion, &c. 


The Cur who's poſſeſt 
Of Mutton the beſt, 
A Bone he could leave at his Pleaſure : 
But if to his Tail g 
'Tis ty d, without Fail) 
He's harraſs'd and plagu d beyond Meaſure, 
He's harraſs'd, &c. 


SON G CXVI. 7 Commons, &. 


Hat Man who for Life 
rang in a Wife, 
ſure m a y Condition ; 
> Go Things how they will, 
She ſticks by him ſtill, 
She's Comforter, Friend, and Phyfician. 
Ge, &c. 
To trifle and toy, * 
Yet dread ſome Diſaſter from Beauty ? 
But ſweet is the Bliſs 
Of a conjugal Kiſs, 
Where Love mingles Pleaſure with Duty. 
Where, &c. ba 
c. One extravagant Whore 
Shall coſt a Man more, 
Than twenty good Wives that are ſaving z 
For Wives they will ſpare, 
That their Children may ſhare, 


But Whores are eternally craving. 
But, &c. 


SONG CXVII. Bobbing Joan. 


Aids like Courtiers muſt be woo'd, 
Moft by Flatt'ry are ſubdu'd ; 


G 3 
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Some capricious, coy, or nice, 
Out of Pride protract the Vice; 
But they fall, 
One and all, 
When we bid up to their Price. 


SONG CXVIII. Thomas, 7 cane. 
Fig for the dainty civil Spouſe, 
Who's bred at the Court, or Fra; 
He treats his Wife with Smiles and Bows, 
And minds not the good main Chance z 
Be Gregory 
The for me, 
Tho? giv'n to many a , 
For he would work 
Like any Twrk, 
None like him e er handled a Faggot, a Faggot, 
None like him e er handled a Faggot. 


SONG CXIX. O the Broom, &e. 
HA 


My Swain come o'er the Hill; 
leap'd the Brook, and flew to me, 
I'ſe met him with Good-will. 


I neither wanted Yew nor Lamb, 
When his Flocks near me hy, 
He gather'd in my Sheep at Night, 
And chear'd me all the Day. 

He tun'd his Pipe, and play'd ſo ſweet, 
The Birds fat lining by; 

And the dull Cattle ſtood and gaz d, 
Charm'd with his Melody. 

He did oblige me ev'ry Hour, 
Cou'd I bur grateful be? 

He won my Heart, cou'd I refuſe 
Whate'er he aſk d of me? 


Hard Fate ! that I muſt baniſh'd be, 
Go heavily and mœurn, 

*Cauſe I oblig'd the kindeſt Swain 
That ever yet was born. 


* 
ö 3 
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SONG CXX. Th! you make no, &c. 
Tx you make no Return to my Paſſion, 
18 


Still, ſtiil I preſume to adore ; 
in Love but an odd Reputation, 
When faintly repula d, to give oer: 
When you talk of your Duty, 
I gaze on your Beauty, 
Nor mind the dull Maxim at all ; 
Let it reign in Cheapfide 
With a Cirizen's Bride, 
It will ne*er be receiv'd at }biteball. 
What Apochryphal Tales are you told, 
By one that wou'd make you believe, 
That, becauſe of to have and to bold, 
You till muſt be pinn'd to his Sleeve ? 
"T were apparent high Treaſon 
*Gainſt Love and good Reaſon, 
Shou d one ſuch a Treaſure engroſs ; 
He who knows not the Joys 
That attend ſuch a Choice, 
Shou d reſign to another who does. 


SONG CXXI. 7 Commons, &c! 
N Beauty or Wit, 
No Mortal as yet, 

To quet:un the Empire has dar d; 

But Mea of Diſcerning, 

Have thought that, in Learning, 
To yield to a Lady was hard. 

Impertinent Schools, 

With muſty dull Rules, 
Have Reading to Ladies deny d; 

So Papiſts refuſe 

The Bible to uſe, 
Left Flocks ſhould be wiſe as their Guide, 


Tas a Woman at firſt, 
(Indeed ſhe was curſt) 

In Knowledge that taſted Delight, 
| : G4 
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And Sages agree, 
The Law ſhould decree 
To the firſt Poſſeſſors the Right: 
Then bravely, fair Dame, 
Renew the Old Claim, 
Tl: to the whole Sex does belong, 
And let Man receive, 
From a ſecond br.ght Eve, 
The Knowledge of Right and of Wrong, 
But 2« the firſt Ewe 
Hara Doum did receive, 
When only one Apple had the, 
What a Puniſhment now 
Muſt be found out for you, 
Who have tafted, and bebe d the whole Tree. 


SONG CXXII. Ian 4 jovial, &c. 


Am a jolly Huntſman, 
My Voice is ſhrill and clear, 
Well known to drive the Stag, 
2 the drooping Dogs to chear. 2 
nd a hunting vue ti po, wvill go, » 
And a bunt ing royal N 8 
I leave my Bed betimes, 
Before the Morning grey, 
Let looſe my Dogs, and mount a Horſe, 
And halloo, Come away. 
Ard a burting, &c. 
The Gzme's no ſooner RTP] 
But in ruſh the chearful Cry 
*Fhro* Buſh and Rrake, o'er Hedge and Stake, 
The frighted Beaſt does fly. 
And a hunting, &c. 
In vain he flies to Covert, 
A num'rous Pack purſue, 
That never ceaſe to trace his Stepe, 


Ev'n tho? they've loſt the View. 
And a cunting, &c. 


* 
— , We ecete, 
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To Scentevell, hark! he calls, 
And faithful Finder joins ; 
Whip in the Dogs, my merry Rogues, 
And give your Horſe the Reins. 
And a hunting, &c. 
Hark 22 how they mo 
The View they d loſt n 
Tantivy, high and low, they __ 
Their Legs and Throats they train. 
Ard a bunting, &c. 
Now ſweetly in full Cry, 
Their various Notes they join 
Gods! what a Concert's here, my Lads! 
'Tis more than half divine. 
Ard a hunting, 8c. 


The Woods, Rocks, and Mountains, 
Delightod with the Sound, 
To neighb'ring Dales and Fountains, 
Repeating, deal it round. 
And a bunting, &c. 
A glorious Chaſe it is, 
We drove him many a Mile, 
O'er Hedge and Ditch, we go thro? Stiteh, 
And hit off many a Foil. 
And a bunting, &c. 
And yet he runs it ſtoutly, 
How wide, how ſwift he firains ! 
With what a Skip he took that Leap, 
And ſcow'rs it o'er the Plains! 
And a bunting, &c. 
See, how our Horſes foam, 
The 8 begin to droop ; 7 
The 4 Horn, on Shoulder born, 
Tis Time to chear em up. ; 
Ard a bunting, &c. ( Sound Tantivy. 
Hark ! Leader, Counteſs, Bouncer, 
Chear up, my merry Dogs all; 
To Tatler, hark ! he holds it ſmart, 
And anſwers ev'ry Call, Aud, &e. 
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Co, Co, there, Drankard, Snowball, 
"Gadzooks ! whip Bomer in; 

We'll dic i'th' Place, ere quit the Chaſe, 
Till we've made the Game our own. 

And a hunting, &c. 

Up yonder Steep I'Il follow, 
Beſet w th craggy Stones ; 

My Lord cries, Jack, you Dog, come back, 
Or elſe you'll break your Bones. 

And a bunt ing, &c. 


Huzzah ! he's almoſt down, 

He begins to ſlack his Courſe, 

Me pants for Breath; I'll in at's Death, 
Tho' I ſhould kill my Horſe. 

And a hunting, &c. 


See, now he takes the Moors, 
And ftrains to reach the Stream ; 
He leaps the Flood, to cool his Blood, 
And quench his thirſty Flame, 
And a bunting, &c. 
He ſcarce has touch'd the Bank, 
The Cry bounce finely in, 
And ſwiftly ſwim a-croſs the Stream, 
And raiſe a glorious Din. 
And a bunting, &c. 
His Legs begin to fail, 
His Wind and Speed are gone; 
He ſtands at Bay, and gives em Play, 
He can no longer run. 
And a bunting, &c. 


Old Hector long behind, 
By Uſe and Nature bold, 
In ruſhes firſt, and ſeizes faſt, 
But ſoon is flung from's Hold. 
And a hunting, &c. 
He traverſes his Ground, 
Advances and retreats, 
_ Gives many Hound a mortal Wound, 


And long thefr Force defeats. Ard, &c. 
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"Tis ſafeſt, fartheſt off, I ſee 
Poor Taiboy is lain dead. 
And a bunting, &c. 
Vain are Heels and Antlers, 
With ſuch a Pack ſet round, 
Spite of his Heart, ſeize ev'ry Part, 
And pull him fearleſs down. | 
And a hunting, &c. 
Ha! dead, we're dead, 
TEN 
Diſmount with Speed, and cut his Throat, 
Left they his tear, 
Had a hunting, &c. 
The Sport is ended now, 
We're laden with the Spoil | 
As home we we talk o'th' Chaſe, 
O'er-paid for all our Toil. | 
Ard a bunting, &c. 


SONG CXXIIL Tos pretty, &c. 


O U pretty Birds that fit and fing 
Amidſt the ſhady V 
And ſee how ſweetly Phillis walks 
Within her guarded Alleys : 
Go, pretty Birds, unto her Bow'r, 
pretty Birds, ſhe may not low'r; 
Fer Fear my faireft Phillis frown, 
You pretty Wantons wwarble. 


Go, tell her thro' your chirping B.lls, 
As you by me are bidden, 

To her is only known my Love, | 
Which from the World is hidden: 

Go, pretty Birds, and tell her ſo, 

See that your Notes fall not . 
For Fear, &c. 


Co tune your Voices Harmony, 
And fing I am her Lover 
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Strain low and high, that ev'ry Note . 
Wich ſweot Conſent may move her t 
Tell her, it is her Lover tree, 
That ſendeth — IT you. 
Ab me ! methinks I ſee ber 
You pretty Wantons, _ 
Fly, pretty Birds, and in ydur 
Bear me a loving Letter 
Unto my faireſt Phillis, and 
With your ſweet: Muſick greet her: 
Go, pretty Birds, unto her hie, 
Haſte, pretty Birds, unto ber fly, 
Ab me! Ec. 
And if you find her ſadly fer, 
About her ſweetly chant it, 
Until the ſmiling raiſe her Head, 
Ne'er ceaſe until ſhe grant it: 
Go, pretty Birds, and tell her I, 
As you have done, will w her fly, 
Ah me ! &c. | 


SONG CXXIV. If Love's a ſweet xt. 
Air Iris I love, and I hourly die, ER 
But not for a Lip, ner a languiſking Eye 

's fickle and falſe, and there we agree, 

For I am as falſe and as fickle as ſhe ; 

We neither believe what either can ſay, 

And neither believing we neither betray. 

*Tis civil to hear, and ſay Things of Courſe, 

We mean not the taking for better for worſe ; 

When preſent we love, when abſent agree, 

I think not of Iris, nor Iris of me; 

The Legend ef Love no Couple can find, 

So eaſy to part, or ſo equally join'd. 


SONG CXXV. Highland Laddie. 
But aft they re ſour, and unco ſaucy, 
Sae proud, they never can be kind, 
Like my good -humour'd Highland Laſſie, 


2 
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? Ty inch ung rte. 
us Bloom — Mi my Laſſe. 


"Than any Laſs on Borrowftown 


Who make their Cheeks with Patches motie, 
I'd tak my Katie, but a Gown, 
Barefoot, in her little Cotie. 
0 my bonny, &c, | 
Beneath the Brier or Breckin Buſh, 
Whene er I kiſs and court my Dautie, 
Happy and blythe as ane wad wiih, 
y flighteren Heart gangs pittie pattie. 
0 my benny, &c. 
O'er higheft heathery Hill I'll ſtenn, 
With cockit Gun, and Ratches tenty, 
To drive the Deer out of their Den, 
To feaſt my Laſs on Diſhes dainty. 
0 my benq, &c. 
There's nane ſhall dare, by Deed or Word, 
Gainſt her to wag a Tongue or Finger, 
While I can wield my truſty Sword, 
Or fra my Side whiſk out a Whinger, 
0 my bonny, &c. | 
The Mountains clad with purple Bloom, 
And Berries ripe invite my Treaſure, 


their Plea · 


To range with me; let great Folk 


While Wealth and Pride 
ſure. 
0 my benny, &c. 


SONG CXXVI. o5 the Time, &. 


H! the Time that is 
When the held me fo faſt, 

No Light but her languiſhing Eyes did appear 
— Enantes of Blndhing and Fra. 
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How ſhe figh'd and unlac'd, 
With fach Trembling and Haſte, --_ 
As if ſhe had Jong'd to be cloſer embrac's! - 
My Lips the ſweet Pleaſure of Kiſſes enjoy d, 
While my Hands were in ſearch of hid Treaſure 
employ'd. a | 
With my Heart all on Fire, 
In the Flames of Defire, 
When I boldly purſu'd what the ſeem's to re- 


quire, 
She wt Oh ! for Pity's ſake change your ill 
ind, 5 
Pray, Amyntas be civil, or I'll be unkind, 
All your Bliſs you deſtroy, 
Like a naked young Boy, 
Who fears the kind River he came to enjoy : 


Let's in, my dear Cbleris, 1'll fave thee from 


Harm, 
And make the cold Element pleaſant and warm. 
Dear Amyntas ! ſhe cries, 
Then the caſt down her Eyes, | 
And with Kiſſes confeſs'd what the faintly de. 
nies. | 
Too ſure of my Conqueſt, I purpos'd to ſtay 
T. I her free Conient dd more ſweeten the Prey. 


But too late I begun; 

For her Paſhon was done 
Now, Amyrtas, ſhe cry'd, I will never be won; 
Thy Tears and thy Courtſh'p no P:ty can move, 
Thou haſt lighted the critical Minute of Love. 


SONG CXXVII. Tell me no more, &c, 
ELL me no more I am d:cciv'd, 
That Ch be's falſe and common; 

By Heav'n, I all along bel:ev'd 

She war 2 very Woman: 
As ſuch I lik'd, as ſuch careſs'd, 
She ſtill was conſtont when poſſeſs d, 

She cou d do more for no Man. 
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But, oh! her Thoughts on others ran; 
And that you think a hard Thing : 
Perhaps the fancy'd you the Man ; 
Why, what care I one Farthing ? 
You think ſhe's falſe, I'm ſure ſhe's kind, 
u take her Body, you her Mind; ; 
| Who has the better Bargain ? 


SONG CXXVIIL. King John, &c. 
”— oi to my Heart, between ſleeping and 


NP 


waking, [ aching, 

wild Thing, that always art lcaping or 

What black, brown, or fair, in what Clime or 

Nation, 

By Turns, has not taught thee a Pit-a-pat-ation ? 
| Der down, &c. 

Thus aceus'd, the wild Thing gave this ſober 
Reply : [by! 

dee the Heart without Motion, tho" Celia paſs'd 

| Not the Beauty ſhe has, nor the Wit that ſhe 


Gives the > 1 the H Sor 
5 Eye any Joys, or eart any Sor- 
rows. : Derry down, &c. 
| When our Sapbo appears, ſhe whoſe Wit's fo re- 
—_ ( fin'd, 
20 I'm forc'd to applaud, with the reſt of Mankind: 
| Whatever ſhe ſays is with Spirit and Fire 
| Er'ry Word J attend, but I only admire. 
1 Derry down, &e. 
Prudertia, as vainly would put in her Claim, 
| Ever gazing on Heav'n, tho“ Man is her Aim: 
te, IVV Love, not Devotion, that turns up her Eyes, 
Thoſe Stars of this World are too good for the 
Skies. Derry down, &c. 
But Cblie, fo lively, fo eaſy, fo fair, | 
Her Wit fo genteel, without Art, without Care, 
Yon comes in my Way, the Motion, the - 
f ain, 
The Leapings, the Achings, return all again. 
Derry dawn, &c. 
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O wonderful Creature! a Woman of Reaſon ! 
ns. het Pride, never gay out of 8e · 


3 

When ſo eaſy to gueſs who this Angel ſhou d be, 
Wou'sd one think Mrs. H—& ne'er dreamt it 
was ſhe ? Derry dun, t. 


SONG CXXIX. 4 Begging, &c. 


OW well may Life be term'd a Play, 
H The World be call'd a Stage, 
which all, having caft their Parts, 
Turn Players of thc Age, 
And a frolling they will go, &c. 
In th' World, as on the Theatre, 
*Tis hard for to excel, 
Where there are Twenty that act ill, 
There's ſcarce One can act well. 
The' a ftrolling, &c. 


But ſhould you look behind the Scenes, 
 'Tis all but humble Farce. 
The" a firelling, &c. 


Hold, hold, the Audience I'll harangue, 
Ere that the Curtain fall, 

This rhyming Sing- ſung Poet hure, 
Perhaps, has damn ' d us all, 

end « frojfing, xc. 


[ 
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Unleſs this ſmall Attempt to pleaſe, 


You with your Favour crown, 
No feigned Play-houſe we ſhall lett, 
But e en muſt lett our own, 


And a ftrolling, &c. 

SONG CXXX. [fT live to, &c. 
Hen my Hairs grow hoary and my 

Cheeks look pale, | 

When my Forehead has Wrinkles and my Eye- 
ſight does fail, 

Let my Words both and Actions be free from all 
Harm 


And may 1 have my old Huſband to keep my 
Bick warm: May, 
The Pleaſures of Youth are Flowers 
Our Life's but a Vapour, our Bodys but Clay, 
Oh let me live ævell, tho) I live but a Day. 
With a Sermon on Sundays, and a Bible of good 
Print | 
With a Pot on the Fire, and good Victuals in't, 
With Ale, Beer and Brandy, both Winter and 
Summer, 


To drink to my Goſſip, and be pledg'd by wy 


Comer. 
The Pleaſures of Youth, &c. 
With Pigs and with Poultry, with ſome Money 
in Store, 


= WE my Neighbour, and to give to the 


oor, 
With a Bottle of Canary to drink without Sin, 
And to comfort my Daughter when that the lie, 
in. The Pleaſures of Youth, &c. 
With a Bed ſoft and eaſy to re on the Night, 
With a Maid in the Morning to riſe when ti, 
Light, 
To do her Work neatly, to obey my Deſire. 
To make the Houſe clean, and to blow up the Fir- 
The Pleaſures of Youth, * | 
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9 and with Bavins, and a good warm 
ir, 
With a thick Hood and Mantle, when I ride on 
my Mare, 
Let me dwell near my Cupboard, and far from 
my Foes, 
With a pair of Glaſs Eyes to clap on my Noſe. 
The Pleaſures of Youth, &c. 
And when I :m dead, with a Sigh let them fay, 
Our honeſt old Gammer is laid in the Clay; 
When young ſhe was chearful, no Scold nor no 
Whore ; 
She helped her Neighbours, and gave to the Poor. 
Tho" the Flozver of ber Huth in ber Age did 


cay, a 
Tho' ber Life wwas a Vapour that waniſh' d away, 


She liw'd cu. ll and bappy unto ber laſt Day. 
SONG CXXXI. Dear Catholich, &c. 
Eleb Morgan, young Tragac, and briſk 
n 


October the Nineteenth together they got, 
Near Weſtminſter, over a Bottle, and they 
Were pleas'd with the King, and his C'ronation- 


_ _ Py 


ame, 
From the North Welch Mountains, Cot bleſs hur, 
hur came, 
With Uncles and Couſins full Forty or more, 
To fee hur King crown'd, which hur ne er fee 


All Plood of hur Plood, and dear Pone of hur 
Ap Powel, ap Davis, ap Rice and ap Shones 

All Uncles and Couſins, Nells Shentlemen bern, 
Goat-keepers, Geeſe-drivers, and Grinders of Corn. 


Goats, [ 
They left in North Nals, and put on their be | 
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Their Swords, Tucks, and Tuckers, and what 
mizht be fourd, 
To come up to Lenden to ſee hur King crown' d. 


Sir Taffy, hur Uncle, Cot fo, will be there; 

With Vn hur Daughter, ſweet Wirny the fair; 

Amongſt all the Nobles in Weſtminſter -Hal! ; 

If hur is not there too it ſhall coſt hur a Fall. 

Hur hopes hur ſhall ſee there, ads-ſplutter-a-nails, 

The Son of King George, now our dear Prince 
of Wales, 

Who never made uſe of a Father Confeſfor, 

Next Heir to the Crown of Great- Britain, Cot 
pleſs hur. 


Becauſe at the Show her reſolves to look big, 
Hur fold an old Cow for to buy a new Wig : 
Hur knows how to ſtrut, and hur knows what to 


, 
e e that fend bn has Ways 
A true Briton born, and a Proteſtant bred, | 
Hur Hat, Wig, and Feather, ſhall cover hur 
Head ; 
Hur Sword by hur Side that will cut, hack, 
and cleave ' 
The Foes of Great-Britain, if they'll give hur 
Leave. | 


Hub bub bub, bub a boo, quoth an JD deer 


> 
You — by Fighting thoſe Triumphs annoy, 
Should you cut a Man into three or four Halves, 
My Shoul, you'll ne'er cure him, with Balſam 
nor Salves. 


Wherefore my dear Joy, put your Sheath in your 
Sword | 


The C'ronation Day will much Pleafure afford, 

For with Lords and Ladies of every Degree, 

His Majeſty's Grace I am willing to ſee. 

Becauſe I'll be ready at that glorious Sight, 

I'll go in the Morning, by nine over Night z 
H 2 
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And get to the Abbey before I come there ; 
And fee them come walking by five ifi a Pair, 
The brave Jriſß Lord, the Joy of 7 

As ſure as ey Peggy and bb bo - i 
Before e er I knew her, w:ll walk with a Grace, 
And I ſhall rejoice for to fee their ſweet Face. 

I ſwear by the Soals of St. Patrick's Brogues, 
They're kind to gocd Men, and a Terror to 


I ſhall fee them there with the reſt of their Train, 

Dreſt in their blue Ribbons of ſcarlet in Grain. 

Where by lead the Way for his Majeſty's 

race 

Before or behind, or in ſome other Place; 

While Conduits are ringing, and Bells run with 
Wine 

Dear Joy, we will drink till our Noſes do ſhine, 

My Honey, my Croney, and Coufin 

Macdonald, my Dear Joy and Brother in Law, 

Will beat on the Trumpets, and Drum ſound the 


Charge, 
A: they walk it on Foot thro? the Street in a Bargs. 
Bet mes in the Mcrning by fix Afterncon, 
Rich Wine full of Glaſſes III tipple off ſoon, 
With 1-:þ Potatoes, good Muftard and Honey, 
Which I'll buy w:ithcut e'er a Penny of Money. 


Quoth Sacuney the Sccr, What a D. ſh you'll pro- 

vide 

Potatoes with Muſtard, and Heney beſide ; 

The De' il ſplit your Craig, the like I ne'er knew, 

You're a Cook of all Cooke, give the Devil his 
due. 

Quoth Sazvney, I ſwear by St. Audrecu's Croſs, 

Your Diſh and your Blunders make me at a Loſs 

To A you mean; g:ve me Bacon and 
Ca | | 

On which lie can make a good moderate Meal. 

But weving the Talk of this new-faſhion Diſh, 

Amongſt Fertac's Favours, I heartily with 
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She's grant me the Honour to fee the King 
crown'd, 

Ife caſt up my Bonnet ten Foot from the Ground, 

In Token of Joy, he's a Proteſtant King : 

Now muckle Content to this Land he does bring, 

The Kirk and the Scatiſb true Proteſtant Peers. 

May his Iſſue reign for a Million of Years! 


Sir Teague and Sit Taffy, I ſpeak to you both, 

If you'll not believe me, Iſe give you my Oath, 

Our King ſprang, God bleſs him, from King 
ames the Firſt, 


Once King of fair Scotland, wiſe, noble, and juſts 


We'll all go together, and Taffy ſhall play 

Before us, to honour the C'ronation Day, 

Upon hur Welch Harp; to which Taffy agreed, 
So tothe C'ronation they all did proceed. 


SONG CXXXII. Celadon. 


Er Abox, when Spring came on, 
Woo'd Sylvia in a Grove, 
Both gay and young, and ftill he ſung 
The ſweet Delights of Love: 
Wedded Joys in Girls and Boys, 
And pretty Chat of this and that ! 
The honey Kiſs, and charming Bliſs, 
That crowns the Marriage Bed ; 
He ſnatcht her Hand, ſhe bluſh'd and fann'd, 
And ſeem d as if afraid 
Forbear, the cries, your fawning Lies, 
I've vow'd to die a Maid. 
Celadon, at that 
To talk of Apes in Hell, | 
And what is worſe, the odious Curſe 
Of growing old and ſtale; 
Loſs of Bloom, when Wrinkles come, 
And Offers kind when none will mind; 
The rofie Joy, and ſparkling Eye, 
Grown and wo + | 
3 
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At which, when kriown, ſhe chang'd her Tore, 
And to the Shepherd ſaid, 

Pear Swain, give o'er, I'll think once more, 
Before I'll die a Maid. 


SONG CXXXIII. I ama poor, &c, 


Am a poor Shepherd undone, 
And cannot be cur'd by Art, 
or a Nymph as bright as de Sun 

Has ftole away my Heart; 

And how to get it again, 

There's none but ſhe can tell, 
To cure me of my Pain, 

By ſaying ſhe loves me wel! ; 
Ard alas pcor Shepherd, alzck, a well a- day, 
Before I was in Love, ob] every Mentb was May. 
If to love ſhe could not incline, 

I told her I'd die in an Hour. 

To die, ſays ſhe, tis in thine, 

But to love 'tis not in my Pow'r. 
I a\k'd her the Reaſon why 

She could not of me approve ? 
She ſaid, Tos 2 Taſk too hard 

To give any Reaſon for Love. 
Ard alas ! &c. 

She aſk'd me of my Eſtate; 

I told her a Flock of Sheep; 
The Graſ whercon they graze, 

Where ſhe and I might ſleep, 
Beſides a good ten Pound, 

In old King Harry's Greats 3 
With Hooks and Crooks abound, 


And B:rds of ſundry Notes. 
Ard alas ! Ec. 


SONG CXXXIV. Hall. John, &. 


Sbe. Old, Fobn, ere you leave me, i'troth 
will know, 
Whither ſo ſmugg'd up, thus early, you go? 


| 


2 
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With clean Hands and Face, 
Beſt Band with a Lace, 
Your Sundays Apparel, when you ſhculd 
e plough, 
So trim, none would think ye a married 
Man now. 
But, John, erc you leave me, &c. 
He, Go, Jean, I won't tell you; to lead a 
ſwect Lite, 
I've learnt of my Bettcrs, to ſteal from 
my Wife. 
Mayhap with my Neighbour I'll duſt it 


away; 
May hap play at Putt, or ſome other ſuch 
Pla 


y. 
Sbe. I gueſs at what Game you'd be playing to Day. 
Ile. Don't pia gue me, the Devil's in Woman I 
think: 
T tell thee, Jean, I'm going, I'm going to 
drink. 
Come, prithee don't think that I've no 
OT Grace ; 3 [Face. 
Nay, go! or III hit thee a Dowce in the 
She, You! I'll find ſomebcdy then ſhall ſtrike 
in your Place. 
Why ſrwuld you deny me, I never did you ? 
Becauſc I a'n't new, you won't give me my 
Due : 
But troth if you won't another ſhall do. 
He. If chu:, if thus, if thus you e'er do, 
Oh! how I'll belabour, oh! how I'll be- 
labour your Booby and yon. | 
Shs. Oh! how I'll belabour, oh! how I'll be» 
labour your Trollop and you, 
Beth. If thus, if thus, &c. 
And 1 won't do fo; ; 


Do not go, do not go, my Johnny, 
My Dear, my Precious, my Honey, 


H 4 
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Oh ! pray do not go, 
12 I won't do fo. 
Me. Adfnigs ! by that Buſs I'm inveigled to flay ; 
Come, Jean, come and ſpoil my — 
to Day. 
She, Come, Jobn, give's thy beſt Band, 
And lend me thy Hand, 
He, Here, Joan, take my beſt Band, 
And give me thy Hand. 
Thus tis with you Women. 
She. *Tis juſt ſo with you Men. 
He. Whene'er you fall cut, 
She, Whene'er you fall out, 
Beth, It is to fall in again; 
Whene'er we fall out, 
Whene'er we fall out, 
It is to fall in again. 


SONG CXXXV. Gire me but, &c. 


Ive me but a Friend and a Glaſs, Boys, 
Fl ſhew ye what tis to be gay 3 
I'll not care a Fig for a Laſs, Boys, 
Nor love my briſk Youth away : 
Otve me but an honeſt Fellow, 
That's pleaſanter when he is mellow, 
We'll live twenty-four Hours a Day. 


*Tis Woman in Chains does bind, Boys, 
But tis Wine that makes us free; 
*Tis Woman that makes us blind, Boye, 
But Wine makes us doubly ſee. 
The Female is true to no Man, 
Deceit is inherent in Woman, 
But none in a Brimmer can be. 


SON G CXXXVI. Sally in our Alley. 


Londen Town there liv'd, well knows, 
A Doctor old and wary, 
& Daughter fair was all his Care, 


How to diſpoſe aud mary + 
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} This Daughter, the, as all agree, 
Was word rous neat and pretty: 
* Ve Parents dear, I pray draw near, 
ing And liſten unto my Ditty. 


The Doctor bent with full Intent, 
A Country Squire ſhould have her; 
For he had Pence inftead of Senſe, 
W ch gain'd this old Man's Favour 
The Daughter ſhe would not agree; 
This was no Match for Kitty : 
Ye Ma'dens all, too apt to fall, 
Come litten unto my Ditty. 
A neiphb'ring Spark, a Lawyer's Clerk, 
This fair Maid's Heart obtained ; 
With Love and Truth, the gentle Youth 
All her Affections gained: 
The Doctor he would not agree, 
Alas! and more the Pity : 
rc. ve Lovers true, altho' but few, 
Come liſten unto my Ditty. 
The Squire addreft, the Doctor preſt, 
But could not bring her over; 
She each defies, and both denies, 
Nor will ſhe loſe her Lover : 
The Lover flew, when this he knew, 
And runs away with Kitty : 
Thus ſoon, my Love, I hope to prove 
The Fact of this my Ditty. 
SONG CXXXVII. The ſame Tune. 
gaps 1 
_ by adverſe Fortune; | 
Where wanton Things, by ſecret Springs, 
| Move quick behind the Curtain : 
J- There you may hear, if you can bear 
Bad Tunes to a worſe Ditty ; 
What Shame it is, ſuch as this 
Should e er be ſung of ＋ F 
3 
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For Kitty was a gen'rous Laſs, 
As you find by the Story ; 
A Stranger to all ſordid View, 
A Nymph cut out for Glory : 
Altho' her Dad was raving mad, 
To match her with a Looby ; 
Becauſe his Pence out-ſhone his Senſe, 
She gave em both the Go-by. 
Thus wiſely done, ſhe ventur'd on 
A comely Youth that lov'd her; 
No other Art could gain her Heart, 
*Twas Love that always mov'd her: 
In Wedlock ſhe knew to agree, 
Was worth a Mint of Money : 
By honeſt Means both gain'd their Ends, 
And made their Moon all Honey. 
Then, Maidens fair, to wed forbear, 
When Gold is all the Motive ; 
Left you ſhould find the Change unkind, 
And of all Joys abortive : 
Let Xitty's Choice direct your Voice, 
Whene'er you ſay you'll marry ; 
Elie, ten to one, you're all undone, 
And of your Aims miſearry. 


SONG CXXXVIII. The Abbet f 
Canterbury. 


12 tell you a 1. Story that's true, 

A Story that's di „ and comical too 

It is of a Fryar, who ſome People think, 
Tho 2 as a Nut, might have dy d of 2 


Derry d:wn, down, bey derry dew. 

Tune Fryar would often go out with his Gun, 

And 3 Markſman, he thought him - 
One 3 

For tho he for ever was wont to miſs Aim, 

Still ſomething, but never himſelf, was to blame. 

Derry down, &. 


— — 4 1. 
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In happen d young Peter, a Friend of the Fryar's, 

With Legs arm'd with Leather, for Fear of the 
Briars, 

Went out with him once, thoꝰ it fignifies not, 

Where - {hy his Gun, or who tick'd for the 
Shot. 

Derry down, &c. 
Away theſe two trudg'd it, o'er Hills and o'er 


Dales ; 
They popp'd at the Patridges, frighten'd the 


Quails ; 
But, to tell you the Truth, no great Miſchief 


was done, 
Sare ſpoiling the Proverb, As ſure as a Gun, 
Derry down, &c. | 
But at length a poor Snipe flew direct in the Way, 
In _ Defiance, as if he would fay, 
If only the Fryar and Peter are there, 
i I'll fly where I liſt, there's no Reaſon to fear. 
Derry dewn, &c. | 
Tho' little he thought that his Death was ſo nigh, 
Yet Peter, by Chance, fetch'd him down from 
on high; 
His Shot was ramm*d down with aFournal. I wiſt, 
The firſt Time he charg'd ſo improper with Mi. 
Derry down, &c. 
Then on both Sides the Speeches began to be made, 
As — I beg your Acceptance. — Oh ! no, Sir, 
indecd — 
beg that you would, Sir.—For both wiſely knew 
That one Suire cauld ne er be a Supper for two. 
Derry dezwn, &c. 
What the F: yar declin'd in moſt civil Sort, 
Peter flipt in his Pock2t, — the De'il take him 
for't ; 
But were the Truth known, *twould plainly ap- 


pear, 
He of: -time: had found a longer Bill chere. 
Der: di un, &c. -» 


* 
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Hid in his Pocket, the Snipe ſafely lay, 
While a Week did paſs over his Head, and 2 


Da 
Till the Ws the Toaſt too offenſive were 
grown, 
And were ſmelt out by every Noſe but his own. 
Derry down, &c. | 
The Fryar look'd wholeſome, it muſt be agree, 
So no one could ſay, whence the Stink ſhuuld 
proceed ; 
Where the Stink might be laid, tho' noone 
could ſay, 
"Tis zertain he brought it, and took it away, 
Derry down, &c. | 
At Sight of the Fryar began the Perfume, 
And ſcarce he appear'd but he icented the Room. 
Snuff - boxes were held in the higheſt Eſteem, 
And all the wry Faces were made where he came. 
Derry dewvn, &c, 
As the Place he was in, it was call'd this and that, 
In his — 'twas a Cloſe-ſtool, or elſe a dead 
t; 
In the Fields where he walk'd, for ſome Carrion 
*rwas gueſs'd ; 
*T was a Fart at the Arge/, and paſt for a Jeſt. 
| Derry devon, &c. 
At length the Suſpicion fell thick on poor Tray, 
Till he took to his Heels, and with Speed ran 
away: 


Thought the Fryar, poor Tray, I'll remember 
thee ſocn ; 
If I live to grow ſweet, I'll give thee a Bone. 
Derry &c. 


For he knew * 75 highly abus 
And, if any, himfelf Fee, Aruba us d 
For 1 inly he, — who elſe could he 
T — — 
*T was certainly he, that muſt make all the Stink 
Derry de, &6& ; 
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80 when he came Home, he fat down on his 


Bed 

His Elbow at Diſtance ſupported his Head : 

His Body long while like a Pendulum went ; 

But all he could do did not alter the Scent. 

Derry down, &c. 

Thus hypp'd, he got up, and pull'd off his 
Cloaths, 

he SIN 0G Women, and ſmelt to his 
Hoſe, 

And the very next Morning freſh Cloaths he put 


on, 
All, all but a Waiſtcoat, for he had but one. 
Derry down, &c. 
But changing his Cloaths did not alter the Caſe, 
And N for three Weeks and three 
5 ; 
Till to end for the Doctor he thought it moſt 
meet; 
For tho he was not, his Life it was ſweet. 
Derry detun, &c. 
The DoQtor he came, felt his Pulſe in a trice ; 
Then crept at a Diſtance to give his Advice: 
Ys nor Bleeding, nor Purging would 


, 
For inſtead of one Stink, this only made two. 
Derry down, &c. 
The Fryar oft-times to his Glaſs would repair, 
But > Bank he was frighten'd whene'er he 
came there; 
His Eyes were ſo ſhrunk, and he look'd fo aghaſt, 
He verily thought he was ſtinking his laſt. 
Derry down, &c. 
So for Credit he haſtens to burn all his Proſe, 
And into the Fire his Verſes he throws 
When ſearching his Pockets to make up the Pile, ' 
* the Snipe, that had ſtunk all the 
whi 
Derry drwn, &c, 
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So he hopes you will now think him wholeſome Ht 


again, 
Since hisWaiſtcoat —— the Cauſe of his Pain, | 


To conclude, the ryar intreats you to note, 
That oy might — been 


ſweet had you been in 
Derry down, &c. | 


De 

if 

SONG — Colin's Complain, © 
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The Wind it lamented his Moan, 
hilt Echo ſtood pining behind, 
And gave him back every Groan, 
Ye Winds! have the Grace to be mov'd, 


Complaining, the fond Shepherd faid ; 
The hard-hearted Nymph is reprov'd, 


855 Philecles ſigh'd to the Wind, 


By the gertle Returns ye have made. 
To Ech bimielf he addreſt, 
Com. ion, ſays he, thou haft ſhown, { 
bay ua ou cz, thai the Pains of thy Breaſt 
as great as my Own. 
Tl | y 0 4 me ſome little Relief, 
W:ti: v1: Companion to firay, 
The Nich: aal be ſpent in my Grief, 
In Tales cf yur Sorrow the Day. 
Tt lanęuiſhing ! = of your Woe, 
The Shepherd Nev de ſhall be; 
For Pillis I'll mourn where I go, 
Till gr>wn a mere Shadow like thee. 
„les Maid, lers retire, 
To wh ex Plaints in a Caves 
The pi {tiful Ny nog ſaid, Retire, 
Such Places are likeſt the Grave. 
At laſt, on the S. de cf Hill, 
A damp duſky Cavern they found z 
There PhiZocles figh'd to his Fill, 
Azad cho repeated the Sound; 
But yet the fad Nymph had an Art, 
M hereby ſhe would flatter his Pains 3 
Tho' ſpeaking the Thoughts of her Heart, 
She ſeem d but repeating the Swain. 
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ſome He ſeated himſelf on the Ground, 
His Hand it ſupported his Head ; 
Pain, | Deſpairing, he ſhew'd ev*'ry Wound, 
Ne, The changing falſe Phi//is had made; 
en in If once on his Rival he thought, 
. | Ye Gods ! in a Rage he would cry, 
: Oh! blaſt all the Charms ſhe has got, 
ant. For whom I thus languiſhing die ! 
Narciſſus was fill Echo*s Thought; 
Ye Gods! the fad Nymph would reply, 
Oh! blaſt all the Charms he has got, 
For whom I thus languiſhing die. 
Thus Phil:eles 6y'd in Deſpair, 
While Echo avgmented his Pain: 
When he dy'd, the ſad Nymph did repair 
To another {2d defp'rate Swain. 


SON G CXL. Roem, Room for, Kc. 


Rail's the Bliſs of Woman 
Fleeting as a Shade; 
While we pity no Man, 
Goddeſſes we're made: 
If our Fovour's wanting, 
To their Wants we re kind; 
Ruin'd by our granting, 
Vie no Favour find. 
Uirde, for kind complying, 
Love their Females more; 
We're lov'd for denying, 
Scorn'd when we implore : 
While on ev'ry Tree, 
Cherry, Cherry, fings the ſmall Birds, 
Happier far than we. 


SONG CXLI. Is vain, dear Chloe. 


VEIN gay and fair, | 
, Known for her Wit, and well-bred Air 
Viſit made one Day; 
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Where Cymon, with an aukward Mien, 
Unluckily for him, came in, 

His Folly to betray. 
He bow'd and ſcrap d, ne er took his Chair, 
But would all round falute the Fair, 

Not only thoſe he knew; 
The Viſited ; but the gay Belle, 
The Viſiter ; ah! Shame to tell! 

The Blockhead kiſe d her too. 


And what was worſe, or was as bad, 


The reſt, by his Example led, 
Repeated the Afront 

The Laſs did her Reſentment ſhow, 

She ſnapt her Fan, ſhe bent her Brow ; 
Such Rudeneſs, fic upon' t 

Fair-one, while thus your Anger burns, 

If Cymen to the Place returns, 
A: ſoon no Doubt he will; 

Be there with twenty Virgins more, 

For Kiſſes three inflict threeſcore, 
You can't uſe him too ill. 

Do at the ſelf-ſame Time and Place, 

That all may witneſs his Diſgrace, 
Repeat the Puniſhment ; 

With throbbing Heart the guilty Clown 

Shall your impartial Juſtice own, 
And fit him down content. 


SON G CXLUI. To you fair Ladies, ke. 


N vain's the Force of female Arms, 
Le ors Low, 
ir Smiles, their Airs, nor all their Charms, 
My Paſſion can remove; nf. 
For all that's fair and good I find 
In Chle's Form, in Chloe's Mind: 
Let Celia all her Wit diſplay, 
That glitters while it kills, 
My Heart diſdains the feeble Ray, 
or Light nor Heat it feels ; 
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For all that's bright and gay I find 

In Chl:c's Form, in Chile's Mind. 

Fair Flavia ſhines in Gems of Gold, 
And uſes all her Arts; 

Not richeſt Chaim my Heart can hold, 
Unpierc'd by Diamond Darts: 

For ail that's rich and fair I find 

In Chize's Form, in Cblie's Mind. 

Theſe Notes, ſweet a, now give 0's; 
They once had Pow'r to wound ; 

When Chee ſpeaks, they are no more, 
But mix with common Sound : 

All Grace, all Harmony I find 

In Chke's Form, in Chloe s Mind. 


SONG CXLIII. My Goddeſs Celia, 


ELIN PDA, ſee from yonder Flow'rs 

The Bee flies loaded to its Cell; 
you perceive what it devours, 

Are they impair d in Shew or Smell? 
So tho I robb'd you of a Kifs, 

Sweeter than their ambrofial Dew, 
Why are you angry at my Bliſs, 

Has it at all impoveriſh'd you ? 
'Tis by this Cunning I contrive, 

In ſpite of your unkind Reſerve, 
To keep my famiſh'd Love alive, 

Which you inhumanly would ſtarve. 


SONG CXLIV. Greenwood Tree. 


OT Eden's Garden did diſdain 
That pleaſing Paſſion Love; 


| Where free from Guilt, and ev'ry Pain, 


Adam did gaily rove. 
Not Tides of Furies' raging Fires, 
That follow a wanton Chaſe, 
Meer Vapours rais'd by hot Defires, 
That yaniſh with Diſgrace. 
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How guiltleſs may I meet the Flame 
Of Cynthia's purer Breaft, 
While Friendſhip makes us till the ſame, | 
With ev*ry Virtue dreſt? | 
Her Mind at firſt a Conqueſt made, 
Her graceful Mind I muſt approve ; | 
Her Wiſdom chearful ftill appear d, 
And juſtify'd my Love. 
Truit not to Features, fleeting Charms ; 
Nor hug a painted Toy ; 
Thoſe Age or Sickneſs ſoon diſarms, 
Warm Air will this deftroy. 
Let tender Paſſions take their Turn, 
And Virtue lead the Way; 
Where Minds are match'd, they ſeldom mourn, 
Nor curſe the Marriage Day. 


SONG CXLV. Ir vain, dear Chloe. 


Nee in a Summer Ey*ning fair, 
Sirena took the Country Air, 
Mjrtill; led the Way: 
Four other Nymphs attendant ſhone, 
Like Stars around the full-erb'd Moon, 
Rob'd in ſuperior Day. 
A Hat, of plaited Straw-work, made 
Aptly to ev'ry Damſel's Head, 
Supply'd a decent Skreen ; 
Each lin'd with Silk of diff *rent Hue, 
Of fiery Red, of milder Blue, 
And Heart-refreſhing Green. 


Thr Paſtures green, o'er Walks of Graſo, 

Thr. Fields of ripen'd Corn they paſs, 
In mirthful Chat along : 

No fland*ring Wit, nor idle Tale, 

Which ofc in Female Talk prevail, 
Employ'd each buſy Tongue. 

Their Theme was the deſcending Sun, 

Who now in ſ-ften'd Glory ſhone, 
Tho' ampler to behold : 
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They wonder d at the weſtern Skies, 
Stain'd with a thouſand diff rent Dy es, 

And waſh d in Streams of Gold. 
Here might you ſee a ſtretching Fan, 
Mark the fair Landſcape (as it ran) 

Confus dly laid in Blue; 

And there a waving Hat explains 
The Colours of the nearer Plains, 

Diſtinguiſh'd to the View. 

One prais'd the calm and breathleſs Air, 
One the ſweet Smells beyond Compare, 
Diffas'd from Greens around. | 
All mingl'd, with a pleaſant Strife, 

Their Praiſes of a Country Life, 

With peaceful Pleaſures crown d. 
But oft Myrtills, to be bleſt, 

Would ſteal Sirena from the reſt, 

And eaſe his wounded Mind: 

From Oz id would he take his Cue, 

And talk ſuch Things as Lovers do, 
To make the fair One kind. 

Now ' gan the finking Day to fail, 

And Night kickt up the doubtful Scale, 

The Wand'rers haſte along: 

A- while they ſtop, a-while they reſt, 
The ſweet Sirena they 

To tune the iprightiy Song. 

The Nymph comply d; but oh !—to tell 

What Muſick from her Warbles fell, 
To Angels only's giv*n : 

For ſure ſuch Melody of Sound, 

As ne'er in mortal Voice was found, 

Is likeft that of Heav'n. 

Mytillo ſtood in ſweet Surprize, 
Gay Pleaſures wanton in his Eyes, 

His Ears unuſual T prove 3 
While Beauty all her Rays diffus'd, 
While Harmony her Chains unloes d, 

Aud faſten d choſe of Love. 
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He gar d upon the tuneful Fair: 
Her Charms ſerene, her eaſy Air, 
His Heart by filent Treach' ry ſtole: 
He _— to her ſilver oh a 
He caught it dropping ongue, 
And in Exchange refign'd his Soul. 
Sirena, conſcious of her Pow'r, 
With Smiles her ended Song gave o'er, 
That ended half his Bliſs : 
The Damſels all expreft their Jovs ; 
Myrtill> bow d in lowly wiſe, 
And thank'd her in a Kiſs. 
SONG CXLVI. Draw, Cupid, draw. 
Eign, = reign, 
The Rebel quits his Arms 
' Your Pon 'r's compleat, 
And I ſubmit 
To Love's victorious Charms ; 
The pleafing Pain, 
The gentle Chain 
That conſtant Hearts unite, 
Such Joys beſtows, 
That Freedom knows : 


No ſuch. ſincere Delight. 
I ſhiver, and IT burn, 
1 triumph, and I mourn, 
I faint, I die, 
Until 1 fly 
Her Paſſion to return g 
But Oh ! I fear, 
Too fierce to bear 
The mighty Joy will be, 
And Love's keen Dart, 
Fit in my Heart, 
Prove that of Death to me. 


SONG CXLVII Since you will, &c. 


Ince you will needs my Heart poſſeſa, 
'Tis juſt to you I firſt confeſs 
The Faults to which tis given: 


raw. 
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It is to Change much more inclin'd 
Than Woman, or the Sea, or Wind, 
Or aught that's under Heav'n. 
Nor will 1 hide from you this Truth, 
It has been from its very Youth, 
A moſt egregious Ranger : 
And fince from me*t has often fled, 
With whom it was both born and bred, 
'Twill ſcarce ſtay with a Stranger. 
The Black, the Fair, the Gay, the Sad, 
Which often made me fear twas mad) 
With one kind Look could win it ; 
So nat'rally it loves to range, 
That it has lefc Succeſs, for Change, 
And, what's worſe, glories in it. 
Oft, when I have been laid to Reft, 
'Twould make me act like one poſſeſt, 
For ſtill twill keep a Pother ; 
And tho? you only I eſteem, 
Yet it will make me, in a Dream, 
Court and enjoy another. 
And now, if you are not afraid, 
After theſe Truths that I have ſaid, 
To take this arrant Rover, 
Be not difpleas'd if I proteſt, 
] think the Heart within your Breaſt 
Will prove juſt ſuch another, 


SONG CXLVIII. The Gods, &c. 


E Gods and the Goddeſſes lately did feaft, 
Where Ambroſia with exquiſite Sauces were 
dreſt 


Their Eatables did with their Deities ſuit, 


But what they ſhould drink did occafion D. pute. 
'Twas Time that old Nectar was grown ut & 


Faſhion, 


I 


what they 4:4 drink long b<fure the Crear 
Kan; | 
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When the Sky-colour'd Cloth was mov'd from 
the Board, 

For making the Bowl, great 7cwe gave the Word, 

The Bowl it was large, of a heavenly Size, 

Wherein they d.d uſe infant Gods to baptire. 

Qunoth Jeve, I'm inform'd they drink Punch 
upon Earth, 

Whereby the mortal Wits ſar exceed us in Mirth ; 

Therefore our wiſe Godheads together let's lay, 

And endeavour to make it much ſtronger than 
they. [ Top, 

*Twas ſpoke like a God, fill the Bowl up to the 

He is caſhier'd from the Heavens that leaves the 
leaſt Drop. 

Then Apollo ſent away two of his Laſſes 

With Pitchers to fill at the Well of Parnaſſus ; 

To Poets new-born this Liquor it was brought, 

And they ſuck'd it in for their Morning ful 
Draught. 

Jane for Lemons ſtept into her Cloſet, 

W hich when ſhe was fick the infus'd into Poſſct. 

Fur Goddeſſes may be as ſqueamiſh as Gyplics : 

Tue Sun and the Meon you know have their 
Eclipſes: 

Theſe —— were call'd the Heſperian Fruit, 

Where a vigilant Dragon was ſaid to look to it. 

Twelve Dezen of theſe were well ſqueez d in 

. Watzr, 

Ti.c reſt of Ingreeiehis in Order come after; 

FY. us, Admirer of all Things that were ſweet, 

(Without her Infuſion there had been no Treat) 


Commanded her Sugar Loaves white as her Doves, 
To be brovght to the Table by a Pair of young 
Leves ; 
ecand fil nr int thoſe Deities were, 
I; Seger it was firain'd thro' a Piece of fine 


Air. 
(ts Bacon gave Notice by dangling his Bunch, 
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What he meant by the Sequel is very well known, 

They threw in ten Gallons of truſty Langeen. 

Mars, tho? a blunt God, and chief of the Biſkers, 

Was ſet at a Table a curling his Whiſkers. 

Quoth he, fellow Gods, and celeſtial Gallants, 

I would not give a Fig for the Punch withou: 
Nantz, 

Therefore, my Ganymede, I do command ye 

To throw in ten Gallons of the beſt Nang 
Brandy. 

Saturn, of all the Gods there he was the oldeſt, 

And we may imagine his Stom:ch was the coldeſt ; 

He cut of his Pouch did ſome Nutmegs produce, 

Which being well grated were put in the Juice ; 

Neptune, this Ocean of good Liquor did crown, 

With a Sea Biſcuit bak'd hard in the Sun. 


The Bow! being ſiniſh'd, a Health then began, 
QuothF-we, let it be to that Creature call'd Man, 
'T's to him alonc our giegt P!rrfure we owe, 

For Heaven it was never tric Heaven till now, 
The Gods being pleas d, the Health it went about, 
Till gerrell-belly' d Bacetu: great Guts nigh 


burſt out. 
The other brave Gods did Cceans or Punch ſwal- 
Jow, { naliow :; 


Aer witn Hounds and with Huntiman did 


The Punch v5 delightrul, they Plenty did bring, 
Ard all the World over their Fame it cid ring, 
SONG CXLIX. OS what, &c. 
H! what Pleaſur:s will und, 
When I've got ten thouſand Po. nc : 

0 how courted I ſnall be 
C hat Lords will knee! te m. 

Wi:o"1] o'fpute my 
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SONG CL. Aud lang Syne. 


HE Morn was fair, the Sky ſerene, 
The Face of Nature ſmil'd, 
Dews impearl'd the tufted Plain, 
And Daiſy-painted Wild : 
The Hills were gilded by the Sun, 
Sweet breath'd the vernal Air, 
Her early Hymn the Lark begun 
To ſooth the Shepherd's Care. 
When Mira fair and Colin gay, 
Both fam'd for faithful Love, 
Delighted with the rifing Day, 
Together ſought the Grove : 
And near a ſmooth tranſlucent Stream, 
That filent ftole along, 
Thus Colin to his matchleſs Dame 
Addreſs'd the tender Song. 
Hark! Mira, how from yonder Tree 
The feather'd Warblers ſing, 

They tune their artleſs Notes for thee, 
For thee more ſweet than Spring : 
How choice a Fragrance thro* the Air 
Thoſe Spring-born Bloſſoms ſhed, 
How ſeems that Vi'let proud to rear 

Its purple-tinftur*d Head. 


Ah! Mira, had the tuneful Race 
Thy Heart bewitching Tongue, 
Whe would not fondly haunt the Place, 
Enamour'd while they ſung ? 
Ye Flow'rs, on Mira's Boſom preft, 
Ne'er held ye Place ſo fair, 
Tho? oft ye breathe on Venus Breaſt, | 
And ſcent the Graces? Hair. 
Shall I to Gems com thine Eves, 
Thy Skin to Views frame. mY 
Thy balmy Breath, to Gales that riſe 
From ev*:y new-blown Roſe ? 
Ah, Nymph ! fo far thy Charms out-ftune ' 
The faireſt Forms we ſee, 
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We only gueſs 2t Things divine 
By what appears in thee. 

"Twas thus enamour'd Colin ſung 
His Love-excited Lays, 

The Grove with tender Echo's rung, 
Reſounding Mira's Praiſe: 

And thus cries Love, who ſported near, 
And wav'd his filken Wings, 

What Wonder, ſince the Nymph's ſo fair, 
So fond the Shepherd fings. 


SONG CLI. I never ſaw, &c. 


Never ſaw a Face till now, 

I That could my Pailion move: 
lik'd, and ventur'd many a Vow, 
But durſt not think of Love. 

Till Beauty, charming every Senſe, 
An eaſy Conqueſt made ; 

And ſhew'd the Vainneſs of Defence, 
While Phillis does invade. 

Bat ch! her colder Heart denies 
The Thoughts her Looks inſpire 

Ard while in Ice that frozen lies, 
Her Eyes dart only Fire. 

B-twixt Extremes I am undone, 
Like Plants too Northward ſet, 

Burnt by too violent a Sun, 

Or chill'd for Want of Heat. 


SONG CLII. Miſaken Fair, &c. 


Iſtaken Fair, lay Sherl& by, 

His Doctrine is deceiving, 

or whilſt he teaches us to die, 

He cheats us of our Living. 

To Ce's a Leſſon we ſhall know 
Too ſoon, without a Maſter : 

Then let us only ſtudy now 

How we may live the fatter, 
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To live's to love, to bleſs be bleſt 
With mutual Inclination; 

Share then my Ardour in your Breaſt, 
And kindly meet my Paſſion. 

But if thus bleſt I may not live, 
And Pity you deny, 

To me at leaſt your Sherlock give, 
"Tis I muſt learn to die. 


SONG CLI. o/ Beſly Bell. 


Curſe attend that Woman's Love, 
Who always would be pleafing, 
The Pertneſs cf the billing Dove, 
Like Tickling, is but teazing. 
What then in Love can Woman do ? 
If we grow fond they ſhun us 3 
And when we fly them, they purſue, 
But leave us when they've won us. 


SONG CLIV. Fair Chloe, Ce. 


Air Chloe my Breaft fo alarms, 

From her Pow'r no Refuge I find, 
If another I take to my Arms, 

Yet my Chl is then in my Mind. 
Unbleſt with the Joy, Mill a Pleaſure I want, 
Which none but my Chlae, my Chloe can grant 
Let Cb/o: but ſmile I grow gay, 

And I feel my Heart ſpring with Delight. 
On Chloe 1 could gaze all the Day, 

And Cbloe 1 with for all Night. 

Oh! did Che know how I love, 

And the Pleaſure of loving again, 

My Paſſion her Favour would move, 

And in Prudence ſhe d pity my Pain: 


Good Nature and Int'reſt ſhould both make her 


kind, | 


For the Joy ſhe might give, and the Joy ihe 
ight find, 


might 
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SONG CLV. Sweet are the, &c. 


Hen gay Philander fell a Prize 
To Am'rc:'s conqu'ring Eyes; 

He took his Pipe, he ſought the Plain, 

Regardleſs of his growing Pain ; 

And refolutely bent to wreſt 

The L:arded Arrow from his Breaſt. 

Come, gentle Gales, the Shepherd cry'd, 
Be Cupid and his Bow defy d: 

But as the gentle Galcs obſequious flew, 
With flow*ry Scents, and ſpicy Dew, 
He did, unknowingly, repeat, 

The Breath of Amvret is ſweet. 

His Pipe again the Shepherd try'd, 
And warbling Nightingales reply'd ; 
Their Sounds in rival Meaſures move, 
And meeting Echo's crown the Grove. 
His Thoughts that rov'd, again repeat, 
The Voice of Amoret is ſweet. 

Since ev' ry fair and lovely View 
His Thoughts of Amoret renew, 

From flow*ry Lawn, and ſhady Green, 
To Proſpect gloomy, chang'd the Scene: 
Sad Change for him ! for ſighing there, 
He thought of Lovers in Deſpair. 

Convinc'd, the ſad Philander cries, 

Now, cruel God, aſſert thy Prize, 

For Love its fatal Empire gains : 

Yet grant, in Pity to my Pains, 

Theſe Lines the Nymph may oft repeat, 


And own Philander's Lays are ſweet. 


SONG CLVI. 4. Czlia near, &c: 


Wiz” Chloe, I begin 

Your Heart, like mine, to move, 
You tell me of the crying Sin 

Of unchaſte lawleſs Love. 
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How can that Paſſion be a Sin, 
Which gave to Chhe Birth? 

How can thoſe Joys but be divine, 
Which make a Heav'n on Earth? 


To wed, Mankind the Prieſts trepann'd, 
By ſome ſly Fallacy, 

And diſobey d God's great Command, 
Increaſe and multiply. 

You fay that Love's a Crime, Content, 
Yet this allow you muſt, 

More Joy*s in Heav'n when one repent, 
Than over ninety Juſt. 

Sin then, dear Girl, for Heav'n's Sake, 
Repent and be forgiv'n ; 

Bleſs me, then by Repentance make 
A Holiday in Heav'n. | 


SONG CLVII. Hark, away, &c. 


Olly Souls that are gen'rous and free, 
And true Vot'ries to Bacchus will be, 
To great Bacchus? Shrine let's repair, 
And a Bottle or two offer there. 
Crorvs. 
Exempt Exciſe, cur Joys higber riſe, 
Still Drinking, ne er thinking of what is to pay 
Our Bottle at Night gives us Joy and Delight, 
And drowns all the drewſy Fatigues of the Day. 
Let the griping old Uſurer pine, 
Let the Lover call Phillis divine, 
Let each Man what he fancies command, 
My Delight's in my Bottle and Friend. 
Exempt from, &c. 
O what Joy from the Bottle there ſprings, 
It can make us greater than Kings; 
If our Spirits by Grief are oppreſt, 
Wine alone can procure us ſome Reſt. 
Exempt from, &c. 
Great Influence has Wine over Love, 
And the Coy can make kinder to prove 
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Tho' the Nymph very lighting denies, 

It diſcovers the Truth in her Eyes. 
Exempt from, &c. 

It can make us all Heroes in brief, 

Ard the Wretched forget all his Grief : 

It inſpires the Gallant and Brave, 

And Freedom can give to the Slave. 

Exempt from, &c. 


SONG CLVIII. While the Town, Kc. 


Ark, Lucinda, to the Wocing, 
Murm'ring Turtles am*rous Cooing ; 
Shelly Grotts their Love rebound : 
Streams along the Pebble trilling, 
Heart with trembling Pleaſure filling, 
Sweetly anſwer to the Sound. S. 


| Twiſted Boughs above combining, 
. Loving Joy around them twining, 
| Guard thee with a mingled Shade : 
| Purple Violets, bluſhing Roſes, 
Od'rous Flow'rs in various Poſies, 
Dreſs thy Boſom and thy Head. 
See ! their tender Beings flying, 
2 fading, quickly dying ! 
uty ne*er was fram'sd to laſt 2 
Let the Lover once adviſe thee, 
To improve the Good that flies thee z 
Soon, ah ! ſoon, the Seaſon's paſt. 


Air, with hollow Tempeſts ſwelling, 
Gath'ring Clouds a Storm foretelling, 
Shroud in Night the faireſt Day: 
| Springing Beauty. £2ily blooming, 

Sves not lowry Winter's coming, 


To December change her May. 


SONG CLIX. Lillibulero. 


HE Soldier diſbanded, and fore d for to beg: 
May talk of his Wars, and his Suff*ring» 
ſo hard; 
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But tho" ſeam'd oer with Scars, and with nere 
a Leg, 
His Wants we neglect, nor his Courage regaid ; 
And the Laſs that is poor 
Is tent for a Whore, 
Wh Hemp and with Hammer to make her 
Complaint : 
But f you have Money, 
All Honours are done ye, 
A Coward's a Hero, a Whore is a Saint. 


SONG CLX. Over the Hills, &c. 


Ere I laid on Greenland's Coaſt, 

And in my Arms embrac'd my Laſs, 
Warm amidſt eternal Froſt, 

Too ſoon the half Year's Night would paſs, 


Were I ſold on Indian Soil, 
Soon as the burning Day was clos'd, 
I would mock the ſultry Toil, 
When on my Charmer 's Breaſt repos*d 
I would love you all the Day, 
Ev'ry Night we'd kiſs and play, 
If with me you'd fondly ſtray 
Over the Hills 2 


SONG CLXI. Lumps of Pudding. 
Hus I ſtand like a Turk with his Doxies all 


round, 
From all Sides their Glances his Paſſion confound; 
Fer Black, Brown, and Fair, his Inconſtanc) 
burns, 

And diff rent Beauties ſubdue him by Turns; 
Each calls to her Charms, to provoke his Deſires, 
Tho' willing to all, but with one he retires : 
Then think of this Maxim, and put off all Sor- 


row, 
The wretched to Day may be happy To- morrow. 


F 
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SONG CLXII. Folly Roger, Sr. 


* a Soldier or Poet conſumedly poor, 
I procure a ſmart Woman with Pence, 


For a Shop-keeper ready to ſhut up his Door, 


A rich Maukin without common Senſe ; 
For Beaus batter d and old, 
State Miſſes with Gold, 


Tho? toothleſs as my Grandmother : 


For a Fellow damn'd lewd, 
An affected rich Prude ; 


For like Tallies they hit one another, 


Tevangdill, 


Any Maid who undutiful Parents has got, 


Or a Guardian too rigid upon her, 


Any worn-out Miſtreſs who'd wed and be thought 


A Woman of Virtue and Honour ; 
Any Widow in want 
Of a ſturdy Galant, 

Any Wife of her Huſband quite ſick, 
To their Wiſhes I grant 

A Supply in the Nick ; 

Thus I pimp, Sir, with Spirit and Honour, 
Twangdilh. 


SONG CLXIII. 7+ Madcaps, bee. 
Hat 2 is a Lottery, what Man can 


born we're put in, when dead we're drawn 
out; 
And tho Tickets are bought by the Fool and 
the Wiſe, 
Yet tis plain there are more than ten Blanks to 
a Prize. 
Sing Tantarara, Fuels all, Feb all, 
Sing Tantarara, Fools all. 


The Court has itſelf a bad Lottery's Face, 
Where ten draw a Blank, before one. draws 2 
Place, 
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For a Ticket in Law, who would give you 
Thanks ? | 
For that Wheel contains ſcarce any but Blanks. 
Sing Tantarara, keep out, &c. 
Monęit Doctors and Lawyers ſome good ones are 
found, [ Pound ; 
But, alas! they are rare as the ten thouſand 
How ſcarce is a Prize, if with Women you 
deal ? Wheel, 
Take Care how you marry — for oh ! in that 
Sing Tantarara, Blanks all, &c. 


That the Stage is a Lottery, by all tis agreed, 
Where ten Plays are damn d ere one can ſucceed. 
The Blanks are ſo many, the Prizes fo few, 
We all are undone, unleſs kindly you 

Sing Tantarara, clap all, &c. 


SONG CLXIV. Sweet are the, &c. 


2 utmoſt Grace the Greeks could ſhew, 
as 


When to the Troans they grew kind, 
with their Arms to let em go, 


And leave their lingring Wives behind. 
They beat the Men, and burnt the Town, 
Then all the Baggage was their own. 
There the kind Deity of Wine | 

Kiſs'd the ſoft wanton God of Love; 
This clapt his Wing, that preſt his Vine, 

And their beſt Pow'rs united move. 
While each brave Greek embrac'd his Punk, 
Lull'd her aflezp, and then grew drunk. 


SONG CLXV. Bacchus one Day, &c' 
Ove is like the raging Ocean, 
When the ſwell »e Surges riſe, 
Wind, which guides its troubled Motion, 
Woman's Temper well ſupplies. 
Man's the eaſy Bark, and playing 
On the Surface of the Sea, 
To the worſt of Ills betraying, 
Capid muſt the Pilot be. 
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SONG CLXVI. Chloe, be wiſe, &c. 
HE that would gain a conſtant Lover, 
Muſt at a Diſtance keep the Slave; 
ot by a Look her Heart diſcover, 
Men ſhould but gueſs the Thoughts we have. 
Whilſt they're in doubt, their Flame increaſes, 
And all Attendance they will pay : 
When we're poſſeſt their Tranſport ceaſes, 
And Vows, like Vapours, flect away. 


SONG CLXVII. For haughty, &c. 


Rtiſt, who underneath the Table 
Thy curious Feature haſt diſplay d, 

Who, if we may believe the Fable, 

Waſt once a blooming lovely Maid. 
Inſidious, reſtleſs, watchful Spider, 

Fear no officious Damſel's Broom ; 
Extend thy artful Building wider, 

And ſpread thy Banners round my Room. 
While I thy wond'rous Fabrick ſtare at, 

And think on hapleſs Poet's Fate, 
Like thee confin'd to lonely Garret, 

And proudly baniſh'd Rooms of State. 
And as from out thy tortur'd Body, 

Thou draw*R thy lender Wit with Pain; 
So does he labour, like a Noddy, 

To ſpout Materials from his Brain. 
He for ſome gaudy flutt ring Creature, 

That ſpreads her Charms before his Eye, 
And that's a Conqueſt little better, 

Than thine o'er captive Butterfly. 
Thus far, *ris plain you both agree, 

Your Death, perhaps, may better ſhow it : 
*Tis ten to one but Penury 

Ends both the Spider and the Poet. 


SONG CLXVIII. When firſt, Kc. 


D M.lly, why ſo oft in Tears? 
Why all theſe Jealouſics and Fears, 
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For thy bold Son of Thunder ? 


Have Patience till we've uer'd France, 


Thy Cloſet ſhall be ftor'd with Wantz; 
Ye Ladies like ſuch Plunder, 


Before Thoulen thy Yoak-mate lies, 

Where all the live-long Night he fighs 
For thee in louſy Cabin : 

And tho' the Captain's Chloe cries, 

Tis I, dear Bully, prithee riſe — 
He will not Jet the Drab in. 

But ſhe, the cunning' Jade alive, 

Says, Tis the readieſt Way to thrive, 
By ſharing Female Bounties : 

And, if he'll be but kind one Night, 

She vows he ſhall be dubb'd a Knight, 
When ſhe is made a Counteſs. 


Then tells of ſmooth young Pages whipt, 


Caſhicr'd, and of their Liv'ries ſtript, 
Who late to Peers belonging, 
Are nightly now compell'd to 


With Links, becauſe they would not drudge, 


To ſave their Ladies Longing. 
But Vel, the Eunuch, cannot be 
A colder Cavalier than he, 
In all fuch Love Adventures : 
Then pray do you, dear Molly, take 
Some Chriſtian Care, and do not break 
Your conjugal Indentures. 
Bellair ! who does not Bellair know ? 
The Wit, the Beauty, and the Beau, 
Gives out, he loves you dearly : 


And many a Nymph attack'd with Sighs, 


And ſoft Impertinence and Noiſe, 
Full oft has beat a Parley. 


But, pretty Turtle, when the Blade 
Shall come with am*'rous Serenade, 
Soon from the Window rate him : 
But if Reproof will not prevail, 
And he perchance attempt to ſcale, 
D.jicharge the Jordan at kim. 


— — — 
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SONG CLXIX. Love will, &c. 


Ver the Mountains, 
And over the Waves ; 
Over the Fountains, 
And under the Graves : 
Over Rocks which are ſteepeſt, 
Which do Neptune obey ; 
Orer Floods which are the deepeſt, 
Love will find out the Way. 


Where there is no Place, 
For the Glow-worm to lie : 
Where there is no Space, 
For receipt of a Fly: 
Where the Gnat ſhe dare not venture, 
Left herſelf faſt ſhe lay: 
But if Lewe come he will enter, 
And will find out the Way. 
You may eſteem him 
A Child by his Force ; 
Or you may deem him 
A Coward, which is worſe : 
But if he whom Love doth honour, 
Be conceal'd from the Day; 
Set a thouſand Guards upon him, 
Love will find out the Way. 


Some think to loſe him, 
Which is too unkind ; 
And ſome do ſuppoſe him, 
Poor Heart, to be blind : 

But if ne*er ſo cloſe you wall him, 
Do the beſt that you may; 
Blind Love, if fo you call him, 

Will find out the Way. 
Well may the Eagle 
Stoop down to the Fiſt : 
Or you may inveigle, 
The Phenix of the Eaft: 
With Tears the Tiger's moved, 
To give over his Prey; 
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But never ſtop a Lover, 
He will poſt on his Way. 
From Dover to Berwick, 
And Nations throughout ; 
Brave Guy of Warwick, 
That Champion ftout : 
With his warlike Behaviour, 
Thro' the World he did ftray ; 
To win his Pbillu“ Favour, 
In Order next enters 
Bevis ſo brave; 
After Adventures, 
And Policy grave : 
To ſez whom he defired, 
His Fefian ſo gay; 
For whom his Heart was fired, 
Love found out the Way. 


SONG CLXX. The Second Part. 


HE Gordian Knot, 
Which true Lovers knit, 
Undo you cannot, 

Nor yet break it ; 

Make Uſe of your Inventions, 

Their Fancies to betray ; 

To fruſtrate your Intentions, 

Love will find out the Way. 
From Court to Cottage, 

In Bower and in Hall ; 
at 

conquers all : 
Tho” ne'er ſo ſtout and lordly, 

Strive do what you may 
Vet be yr ne'er ſo hardy, 

Love will find out the Way. 
Love hath Power over Princes, 
Or greateſt Emperor ; 

In any Provinces, 


Such is Love's Power 4 
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There is no reſiſting, 
But him to obey ; 
In ſpight of all conteſting, 
Love will find out the Way, 
If that he were hidden, 
And all Men that are 
Were ftritly forbidden, 
That Place to declare : 
Winds that have no Abiding, 
Pitying their Delay ; 
Will come and bring him Tian, 
And direct him the War. 


If the Earth ſhould part him, 
He would gallop it o'er ; 

If the Seas ſhould overthwart him 
He would ſwim to the Shore 

Should his Love become a Swallau 
Thro* the Air to ſtray; 

Love would lend Wings to toiicw . 
And would find out the Won. 

There is no ſtriving, 
To eroſs his Intent; 

There is no contriving, 
His Plots to prevent : 

Bat if once the Meſſage grect im, 
That his true Love doth ſtay; 

F Death ſhould come and meet him, 
Love will find out the Way. 


SONG CLXXI. Tprs' the cald, &. 


ro* the cold ſhady Woods 
As I was ranging, 
I the pretty Birds 
Notes ſweetly changing : 
Down by the Meadow Side 
4 — a River, 
ittle I ſpy'd 
With Bow = Quiver. 
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Little Boy, tell me why 
Thou art here Diving? 
Art thou ſome Run- away, 
And haſt no Abiding? 
I am no Run- away, 
Venus, my Mother, 
She gave me Leave to play 
When I came hither. 
Little Boy go with me, 
And be my Servant, 
I will take Care to ſee 
For thy Preferment : 
If I with thee ſhould go, 
Venus would chide me, 
And take away my Bow, 
And ne er abide me. 
Little Boy, let me know 


What's thy Name termed, 


That thou doſt wear a Bow, 
And go ſo — am 
You may ve 
With oken Changing 3 
Cupid it is my x 


I ve by Ranging. 

If Cupid be thy Name, 
That ſhoots at Rovers ; 

I have heard of thy Fame, 
By wounded Lovers : 

Should any languiſh that 
Are ſet on fire 

By ſuch a naked Brat, 
I much admire. 


If thou doſt but the leaft 
At my Laws grumble ; 
IU pierce thy ſtubborn Breaſt, 
And make the: humble: 

If I with golden Dart 
Wound thee but ſurely, 

There's no Phyſician's Art 
That ere can cure thts 
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Little Boy with thy Bow, 
Why doſt thou threaten ? 
It is not long ago 
Since thou waſt beaten : 
Thy wanton Mother, fair 
Venus, will chide thee ; 
When all thy Arrows are gone, 
Thou may ſt go hide thee. 
Of powerful Shafts you ſee, 
I am well ſtored; 
Which makes my Deity 
So much adored : | 
With one poor Arrow now 
I'll make thee ſhiver ; 
And bend unto my Bow, 
Dear little Cupid, be 
| Courteous and kindly ; 
] know thou canſt not ſee, 
But ſhooteſt blindly : 
Altho* thou call't me blind, 
Surely I'II Hit thee ; 
That thou ſhalt quickly find, 
PII not forget thee. 
Then little C:zzpid caught 
His Bow ſo nimble ; 
And ſhot a fatal Shaft, 
| Which made him tremble : 
| Gorell thy Miſtreſs dear, 
Thou canſt diſcover 
What all the Paſſions are 
| Of a dy ing Lover, 
And now this gallant Heart 
Sorely lies bleeding; 
He felt the greateſt Smart 
From Love proceeding: 
He did her Help implore, 
Whom he affected; 
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But found that more and more 
Him ſhe rejected. 

For Cupid with his Craft, 
Quickly had choſen, 

And with a Leaden Shaft 
Her Heart had frozen: 

Which caus'd this Lover more 
Daily to languiſh 

And Cupid's Aid implore, 
To heal his Anguiſh. 

He humble Pardon crav'd 
For his Offence paſt ; 

And vow'd himſelf a Slave, 
And to Love ftedfaſt ; 

His Pray'rs ſo ardent were, 
Whilſt his Heart panted, 

That Cupid lent an Ear, 
And his Suit granted. 


His Love rewarded 2 
And now they live in Joy, 

Sweetly embracing, 
And left the little Boy 

In the Woods chafing. 


SONG CLXXII. Love is the, &c. 
Y a murmuring Stream a fair * 

lay y 
Be ſo kind, 0 ye Nymphs, I ofttimes heard her 
Tell Strepbhen I die, if he paſſes this Way, 
Aud that Lewve is the Cauſe of my Mourning, 


Falſe Shepherds that tell me of Beauty and 


Charms, | [ warms; 
You deceive me, for Strepbon's cold Heart never 
Vet bring me this Strephon, let me die in his 
Arras 


Ob Strephon ! the Cauſe of my Mourning. 
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firſt, ſaid ſhe, let me go 
the Shades below, 
7 let Strephon know 
have lov'd him ſo: 
Then on 'my pale Check no Bluſhes will ſhow, 


Her Eyes were ſcarce cloſed when Strepbon 
came by, 
He thought ſhe'd been ſleeping, and ſoftly drew 


nigh ; 


2 her breathleſs, ch Heav'ns! did he 


Ab Chloris! the Cauſe of my Mou 
Reftore 2 my l ye — uſe your 


They bee. reply d, *twas yourſelf ſhot the 


That = the tender young Shepherdeſs* 
Heart, | 
Ard kill'd the poor Chloris with Mourning. 
Ah then is Chleris dead, 
Wounded by me ! he ſaid? 
I'll follow thee, chafte Maid, 
Down to the filent Shade. 


Then on her cold ſnowy Breaſt leaning his 


Head, 
Expir'd the poor Strephon wirb Mourning. 
SONG CLXXIII. The Brom of 


Cowdenknows. 


Each me, Che, how to prove 

My boaſted Flame fincere : 

Ip Arr how dear I love, 
And hard to hide my Care. 

Neep in vain diſplays her Charms, 
To bribe my Soul to reſt, 

Vainly ſpreads her filken Arms, 
And courts me to ber Breaft, 
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Where can Strephon find Repoſe, 
If Chloe is not there ? 

For ah ! no Peace his Boſom knows, 
When abſent from the fair. 


What tho' Phebues from on high 
With-holds his chearful Ray, 

Thine Eyes can well his Light ſupply, 
And give me more than Day. 


SONG CLXXIV. Nanſy's to the, &c. 


Ans v's to the Green-Woed gane, 
To hear the Gowdſpink chatt' ring; 
And Willie he has follow d her, 

To gain her Love by flatt' ring: 

But a* that he cou d ſay or do, 

She geck'd and ſcorned at him; 
And ay when he began to woo, 

She bade him mind wha gat him. 
What ails ye at my Dad, quo' he, 
My Minny or my Aunty ? 

With Crowdy -mowdy they fed me, 

Lang- kail and Ranty-tanty : 

With Bannocks of good Barley-Meal, 

Of thae there were right plenty, 
With chapped Stocks fou butter d well; 

And was not that right dainty ? 
Altho' my Father was nae Laird, 

"Tis Daffin to be vaunty, 

He keepit ay a good Kail-yard, 

A Ha' houſe and a Pantry : 

A good blue Bennet on his Head, 

An Owrlay bout his Cragy 
And ay until the Day he died, 

He rade on good Shanks Nagy. 
Now Wae and Wander on your Snout, 

Wad ye hae bonny Nanſy ? 

Wad ye compare ye'r ſell to me, 

A Docken till a Tanfie ? 

I have a Wooer of my ain, 


They ca' him ſouple Sana, 
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And well 1 wat his bonny Mou 
Is ſweet like Sugar · candy. 
Wow Nanſy, what needs a“ this Din? 
| Do I not ken this Sandy 
I m fate the chief of a' his Kin 
| Was Rab the Beggar randy : 
His Minny Meg upo' her Back 
| Bare baith him and his Billy ; 
Will he compare a naſty Pack 
Kc. | To me your w:nſome Willy ? 
My Gutcher left a good braid Sword, 
Tho' it be auld and ruſty, 
Yet ve may tik it on my Word, 
It is baith ſtaut and truſty ; 
And if I can but get it drawn, 
Which will be right uneaſy, 
I ſhall lay baith my Lugs in pawn, 
That he mall get a heezy. 
Then ary turn'd her round about, 
And ſaid, 4 d Sandy hear ye, 
Ye wadna miſe to get a Clout, 
I ken ke diſna fear ye: 
Sae had ye'r Tongue, and fay nae mair, 
Set ſomewhere elſe your Fancy; 
Fur :s lang's Sandy's to the fore, 
Ye never ſhall get Nanſy. 


SONG CLXXV. 7 fix'd my, &c. 
Right Cyrthia's Pow'r divinely great, 
W hat Heart is not obeying ? 

A thouſand Cupids on her wait, 

And in her Eyes are playing. 
She ſeems the Queen of Love to reign 5 

For ſhe alone diſpenſes 
Sv" Sweete as heſt can entertain 

The Jud of all the Senſes. 


lier Fee: charrwrg Proſpect brings, 
ö Her f A p05 balmy Bl. ſſes; 
* 4 


I hear an Angel when ſhe ſings, 
And taſte of Heav'n in Kiſſes. 
Four Senſes thus ſhe feaſts with Joy, 

From Nature's richeſt Treaſure : 
Let me the other Senſe employ, 
And I ſhall die with Pleaſure. 


SONG CLXXVI. When Trees, &c. 
_— Trees did bud, and Fields were 


And Ar blooms fair to ſee; 
When Mary was cumpleat Fifteen, 
And Love langh'd in her Eye; 
Blythe Davy's Blinks her Heart did move 
To ſpeak her Mind thus free, 
Gang down the Burn, Davie, Love, 
nd I all fu!lmo thee. 


Now Dawvie did each Lad ſurpaſs, 
That dwelt on this Burn-fide, 

And Mary was the bonnieſt Lak, 
Juſt meet to be a Bride; 

Her Cheeks were roſie, red and white, 
Her Een were bonny blue; 

Her Looks were like Aurora bright, 
Her Lips like dropping Dew. 

As down the Burn they took their Way, 
What tender Tales they faid ! 

His Cheek to hers he aft did lay, 
And with her Boſom play d; 

Till baith at length impatient grown, 
To be mair fully bleſt, 

In yonder Vale lean'd them down ; 
Love only ſaw the reſt. 

What paſs d, 1 gueſs, was harmlek Play, 
And naething ſure unmeet; 

For, ganging hame, I heard them ſay, 
They lik'd a Wa'k fac ſweet ; 

And that they aften ſhou d return 
Sic Pleaſure to renew. 


ICHTINGALE. 
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Quoth —_ _— I like the Burn, 
And ay follow you. 


SONG CLXXVII. Dumbarton's, &c. 


UnmBAazToOX's Drums beat bonny—O, 
When they mind me of my dear Jenny 
O 


How happy am I, 
When my Soldier i is by, 
While he kiſſes and bleſſes his Annie—O ! 


Tis a Soldier alone can delight me—O, 
For his graceful Looks do invite me—QO ; 
While guarded in his Arms, 
I'll fear no War's Alarms, 
Neither -” nor Death ſhall * fright .: 
My Love is a handſome Laddi 
hey but ne*er foppiſh nor dy-: 
Tho' Commiſſions they are dear, 
Yet 2 
For he ſhall ſerve no longer a Cadie—O. 
A Soldier has Honour and Bravery—O, 
Unacquainted with Rogues and their Knavery 
— 0: 
He minds no other Thing 
But the Ladies or the King; 
For every other Care is but Slavery —O. 
Then I'll be the Captain's Lady—O, 
Farewel all my Friends and my Daddy—O ; 
I'll wait no more at 
But I'll follow with the Drum, 


And whene er that beats, — 


Dumbarton s Drums ſound bonny—O 
They are rightly ike my dear Jomy—O 3 
ow happy ſhall I be, 


When 2 3 
And he Bides and bleſſes his Anme=O ! 
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SONG CLXXVIIL Auld Rob 
Moris, Cc. 


| MITHER. 
Uld Rob Moris that wins in yon Glen, 
He's the King of good Fellows, and Wale 
of auld Men, 
Has Fourſcore of black Sheep, and Fourſcore too; 
Auld Reb Moris is the Man ye maun loo. 


DOUGHTER. 
Ha'd your Tongue, Mither, and let that abee, 
For his Eild and my Eild can never agree : 
They'll never agree, and that will be ſeen! 
For he is Fourſcore, and Im but Fifteen. 
MITHER. 

Ha'd your Tongue, Doughter, and lay by your 

Pride, ide 3 
For he's be the Bridegroom, and ye's be the 
He ſhall lie by your Side, and kiſs ye too 
Auld Rob Moris is the Man ye maun loo. 

DOUGHTER. 
Auld Rob Moris I ken him fou weel, 
His A- it ſticks out like ony Peet creel, 
He's out-ſhinn'd, in-knee'd, and ringle-ey'd too; 
Auld Rob Moris is the Man I'll ne'er los. 
MITH EX. 

Tho' auld Rab Moris be an elderly Man, 
Yet his auld Braſs it will buy a new Pan ; 
Then, Doughter, ye ſhoudna be ſae ill to ſhoo, 
For auld Rob Moris is the Man ye maun loo. 


DOUGHTER. 
But auld Rob Moryis I never will hae, 
His Back is ſae tiff, and his Beard is grown gray; 
I had titter die than live wi' him a Year; 
Sae mair of Rob Moris I never will hear. 


SONG CLXXIX. Happy's the, &c. 


HACER ns 
in ſoft Flames Souls equal burn; 
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But Words are wanting to diſcover 

The Torments of a hopeleſs Lover, 

Ye Regiſters of Heav'n, relate, 

If looking o'er the Rolls of Fate, 

Did you there ſee me mark'd to marrow 
Mary Sczt, the Flower of Yarrow ? 

Ah no ! her Form's too heavenly fair, 
Her Love the Gods above muſt ſhare ; 
While Mortals with Deſpair explore her, 
And at a Diſtance due adore her. 

Q lovely Ma d my Doubts beguile, 
Revive and bleſs me with a Smile : 
Alas! if nct, you'll ſoon debar-a 
Sighing Swain the Banks of Yarrow. 

Be huſh, ye Fears, I'Il not deſpair, 
My Mary's tender as ſhe's fair; 

Then I'll go tell her all mine Anguiſh, 
She is too good to let me languith : 
With Succeſs crown'd, I'll not envy 
The Folks who dwell above the Sky ; 
When Mary Scet's become my Marrow, 
We'll make a Paradiſe on Yarrow. 


SONG CLXXX. 7 mill ata, &c- 


Will awoa" xo!" Laue, 

1 I will awva" bs ber, 1 
Ibe' a' my Kin had ſworn 4, 
Pl Fa. Bogic — je 

If I can get but her Conſent, 
I dinna care a Straez 

Tho” ilka ane be diſcontent, 
Awa' wi' her I'll gae. 

T will aua, &c, 

For now ſhe's Miſtriſs of my Heart. 
And wordy of my Hand; 

And well 1 wat we ſhanna part 
For Siller or for Land. 

Let Rakes delyte to ſwear and dri: &, 
And Bcaus admire fine Lace ; 


* 


Find Favour in my Prinee's Sight, 4 | 
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But my chief Pleaſure is to blink 
On Betty's bonny Face. 
Iwill awa', &c. 
There a' the Beauties do combine, 
Of Colour, Treats, and Air 
The Saul that ſparkles in her Een 
Makes her a Jewel rare: 
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Her flowing Wit gives ſhining Lite 


To a' her other Charms; J 
How bleſt I'll be, when ſhe's my Wife, 
And lock'd up in my Arms 
TJ will aua, &c. 
There blythly will I rant and fing, 
While o'er her Sweets I range, 


Th 


1 


I'll cry, your humble Servant, King, A 
Shamefa* them that wa'd change. | 
A Kiſs of Betty, and a Smile, A 


Abeit ye wad lay down 

The Right ye hae to Britain's Ile, 
And offer me yer Crown. 

1 will aww", &c. 


SONG CLXXXI. And I'll, & 


;_ Let 

| 4 

dec 

\ 

Bu: 

ND Tu o'er the Moor to Maggie, 4 
A Her Wit and Sweetneſs call me, i 
to my Fair I'll ſhow my Mind, 1 
Whatever may befal me. At. 

If ſhe love Mirth I'll learn to ſing, 4 
Or likes the Nine to follow, Wit 
ll lay my Lugs in Pindus Spring, v 
And invocate Apollo. 4. 
If ſhe admire a martial Mind, 4 
I'll ſheathe my Limbs in Armour; Tho 
If to the ſofter Dance inclin'd, T 
With gayeft Airs I'll charm her : SO 


If ſhe love Grandeur Day and Night, 
I'll plot my Nation's Glory, 


Q 


And ſhinc in future Story. 


14 


| 
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Beauty can Wonders work with Eaſc, 
Where Wit is correſponding z 

And braveſt Men know beſt to pleaſe, 
With Complaiſance abounding. 

M Maggie's Love can turn 
. what Shape ſhe pleaſes, 

If in her Breaſt that Flame ſhall burn, 
Which in my Boſom blazes. 


SONG CLXXXII. 4: Polwart, c. 


T Polwart on the Green 
If you" ll meet me the Min, 
ere Laſſes ds convene 
To dance about the Thor: ; 
A kindly Welcome you ſhall mee: 
Fra her wha likes to view 
A Lover and a Lad comp!cat, 
The Lad and Lover you. 
Let dorty Dames ſay na, 
As lang as e'er they pleaſe, 
Seem caulder than the Sna', 
While inwardly they blcez ; 
Bu: 1 will frankly ſhaw my Mind, 
And yield my Heart to thee ; 
Be ever to the Captive kind, 
That langs na to be free. 
At Polwart — the Green, * 
Amang the new-mawn Hay, 
With Sangs and Dancing keen 
We'll paſs the heartſome Day. 
At Night, if Beds be o'er thrang laid, 
Ani thou be twwinn'd of thine, 
Tha ſhalt be wvelcome, my dear Lad, 
To take a part of mine. | 


SONG CLXXXIII. Ain thou were 
my ain Thing. 

F Race divine thou needs muſt be, 

Since nothing earthly cquals thee 3 
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For Heaven's Sake, oh ! favour me, 
Who only lives to love thee, 


Ann thou tere my ain Thing, 
I wvould love thee, I od... thee 3 
Ann thou were my ain Thing, 
How dearly IT love thee ! 
The Gods one Thing iar have, 
To ruin none whom can ſave ; 
Oh! for their Sake, ſupport a Slave, 
Who only lives to love thee. - 
Ann thou <wwere, &c. 


To Merit I no Claim can make, 
But that I love, and for your Saka, 
What Man can name, I'll undertake, 
So dearly do I love thee. 
Ann thou were, &c. 
My Paſſion, conſtant as the Sun, 
Flames ſtronger ſtill, will ne'er have done, 
Till Fates my Thread of Life have ſpun, 
Which breathing out, I'll love thee. 
Ann thou <vere, &c. 


Like Bees that fuck the Morning Dew 
Frae Flowers of ſweeteſt Scent and Hew, 
Sae wad I dwell upo* thy Mou, 
And gar the Gods envy me. 
Ann thou wwere, &c. 


Sae lang's I had the Uſe of Light, 
I'd on thy Beauties feaſt my Sight, 
Syne in ſaft Whiſpers through the Night, 
- I'd tell how much I loo'd thee. 

Ann thou were, &c. 
n. 
Were I a King, thou ſhould be Queen, 

Nane but my ſell aboon thee. 

Ann thou wvere, &c. 


I'd graſp thee to this Breaſt of mine, 
Whilſt thou, like Ivy, or the Vine, 
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Around my ſtronger Limbs ſhou'd twine, 
Form'd hardy to defend thee. 
Arn thon were, &c. 
Time's on the Wing, and will not ſtay, 
In ſhining Youth let's make our Hay, 
Since Love admits of nae Delay, 
O let nae Scorn undo thee. 
Ann thou were, &c. 
While Love does at his Altar ſtand, 
Hae there's my Heart, gi'e me thy Hand, 
And, with ilk Smile, thou ſhalt command 
The Will of him wha loves thee. 
Ann thou were, &c. 


SONG CLXXXIV. Gin ye meet, &c. 
IN ye meet a bony Laſſie, 
Gi'e her a Kiſs, and let her gae; 

But if ye meet a dirty Huſly, 

Fie gar rub her o'er wi' Strae. 
Be ſure ye dinna quat the Grip 

Of ilka Joy, when ye are young, 
Before auld Age your Vitals nip, 

And lay ye twafald o'er a Rung. 


Sweet Youth's a blyth and hartſome Time, 
Then, Lads and Laſſes, while *tis May, 
Gae pu the Gowan in its Prime, 
Before it wither and decay. 
8 ſaft Minutes of Delyte, 
ks beneath her Breath, 
And Nabe yo a* the 
On you, if the kep ony Skaith. | 
Haith ye're ill-bred, ſhe*l! ſmiling fay, 
Ye'll worry me, ye greedy Rook; 
Syne frae your Arms ſhe'll rin away, 
And hide herſelf in ſome dark Nook. 
Her Laugh will lead you to the Place, 
Where lies the Happineſs ye want, 
And plainly tell you to your Face, 
Nineteen Na-ſays are haff a Grant. 
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Now to her heaving Boſom cling, 
And ſweetly toolie for a Kiſs ; 
Frae her fair Finger whup a Ring, 
As Taiken of a future Bliſs. 
Theſe Beniſons, I'm very ſure, 
Are of the Gods indulgent Grant ; 
Then, furly Carles, whiſht, forbear 
To plague us with your whining Cant. 
SONG CLXXXV. The pawhy, &c. 


HE pawky auld Carle came o'er the Lee, 
Wi' many Good-E'ens and Days to me, 
Saying, Goodwife, for your Courtchie, 
Will ye lodge a filly poor Man ? 
The Night was cauld, the Carle was wat, 
And down ayont the Ingle he fat ; 
My Daughter's Shoulders he gan to clap, 
And cadgily ranted and ſang. 
O wow! quo' he, were I as free, 
As firſt when I faw this Country, 
How blyth and merry wad I be! 
And I wad never think lang. 
He grew canty, and ſhe grew fain ; 
But little did her auld Minny ken 
What thir flee twa togither were ſay n, 
When wooing they were fac thrang. 
And O! quo? he, ann ye were as black, 
As e er the Crown of my Dady's Hat, 
*Tis I wad lay thee by my Bac 
And awa' wi' me thou ſhou'd gang. 
And O!] quoth the, ann I were as white, 
As e*er the Snaw lay on the Dike, 
I'd clead me braw, and Lady-like, 
And aws? with thee I'd gang. 
Between the twa was made a Plot; 
'T hey raiſe a-wee before the Cock, 
And wylily they ſhot the Lock, 
And faſt to the Bent are they gane. 
Up the Morn the auld Wife raiſe, 
And at her Leiſure pat on hr Claiſe ; 
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dyne to the Servants Bed ſhe gaes, 


To ſpeer for the filly poor Man. 
dhe gaed to the Bed where the Beggar lay, 
The Strae was cauld, he was away, 
She clapt her Hands, cry'd, 5 
For ſome of our Gear will be gane. 
Some ran to Coffers, and ſome to Kiſts, 
But nought was ſtown that cou'd be miſt, 
She danc'd her lane, cry d, Praiſe be bleſt, 
I have lodg'd a leal poor Man. 
Since nathing's an; as we can learn, 
The Kirn's to kirn, and Milk to earn, 
Gae butt the Houſe, Laſs, and waken my Bairn, 
And bid her come quickly ben. 
The Servant gade where the Daughter lay, 
The Sheets was cauld, ſhe was away, 
And faſt to her Goodwife gan ſay, 
She's aff with the Gaberlunzie-man, 
0! ße gar ride, and fie gar tin, 
And haſte ye find theſe Traitors again; 
For ſhe's be burnt, and he be lain, 
The wearifu* Gaberlunzie-man, 
Some rade upo* Horſe, ſome ran a-fit, 
The Wife was wood, and out o* her Wit; 


| She cou'd na gang, nor yet cou d the fit, 


But ay ſhe curs'd and ſhe bann d. 
Mean time far hind out o'er the Lee, 
Fu' ſnug in a Glen, where nane cou'd ſee, 
The twa, with kindly Sport and Glee, 
Cut frae a new Cheeſe a Whang : 
The Priving was good, it pleas d them baith, 
Tolv'e her for ay, he ga'c her his Aith. 
E' the, to leave thee I will be leath, 
My winſome Gaberlunzie- man. 
0! kend my Minny I were wi” you, 
lifardly wad ſhe crook her mou, 
die a poor Man ſhe'd never trow, 
After the Gaberlunzie-man. 
My Dear, quo' he, ye're yet o'er young, 
And ha* na learn'd the Beggars Tongue, 


_ — 
* 
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To follow me frae Town to Town, 
And carry the Gaberlunzie on. 


Wi' Cauk and Keel I'll win your Bread, 
And Spindles and Whorles for them wha need, 
Whilk is a gentle Trade indeed, 

To carry the Gaberlunzie—O. 
I'll bow my Leg, and crook my Knee, 
And draw a black Clout o'er my Eye, 
A Cripple or Blind they will ca' me, 

While we ſhall be merry, and fing. 


SON G CLXXXVLI. "Twas when, &c. 


Was when the Sheep were Shearing, 
And under the Barley-Mow ; 
Dick gave to Dol! a Faring, 
As the had milk'd her Cow: 
he, I fain wou'd Wed thee, 
|, And tho! I cannot Wooe 3 


Pin, Hey Cock, Hey, and hey for a 


Sing, ſhall I come Kiſs thee now, 
Sing, ah ! ſhall I come, ſhall I come Kiſs thee 


ds: as Hey Cock, Hey, and hey for a 


3 
Sing, ſhall I come Kiſs thee now, 
Sing ah! ſhall I come, ſhall I come Kiſs thee 
now ? 


Del! ſeern'd not to regard him, 
As if ſhe did not care; 

Yet ſimper d when ſhe heard him, 
Like any Miller's Mare : 

And cunningly to prove him, 
And value her Maidenhead, 


Cry'd fie, nay Piſh, nay fie, and prithee ſtand 
For I am too young to Wed; 


Kc. 


or 8 


or 4 
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She ſaid, ſhe ne er cou Id love him; 
Nor any Man cloſe in Bed; 
Then fie piſh, fie, nay piſh, nay prithee ſtand by, 
For I am too young to Wed. 
Like one that's ſtruck with Thunder, 
Stood Dickie to hear her talk; 
All Hopes to get her under, 
This ſad Refolve did baulk : 
At laſt he ſwore, grown bolder, 
He'd hire ſome common Shrew ; 
For hey piſh, hey fie, hey for a Boy ; 
Sing, ſhall I come Kiſs thee now ? 
In Loving Arms would fold her, 
Ere ſneak, and cringe, and cry 
With hey piſh, hey fie, hey for a Boy ; 
Sing, ſhall I come Kiſs thee now ? 
Convinc'd of her coy Folly, 
And ſtubborn Female Will ; 
Poor Doll grew melancholy, 
The Grift went by her Mill: 
1 hope, ſhe cry'd, you're wiſer 
Than credit what I have faid ; 
Thos 9 OP fie, and piſh, and prithee 
, 
That I am too young to Wed ; 
Bring you the Church Adviſer, 
And dreſs up the Bridal Bed; 
Then try, tho” I cry, fie, and piſk, and prithee 
ſtand by, 
If I am too young to Wed, 


SONG CLXXXVII. Foy to the, &c. 


OY to the Bridegroom ! fill the Sky 
With pleaſing Scunds of welcome Joy: 
Joy to the Bride, may laſting Bliſs, 
And every Day ſtill prove like this. 
Jey to the, &c. 
Never were Marriage Joys Divine, 
But where two —_ Hearts combine; 
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He that proves falſe, himſelf doth cheat, 
13 but cannot eat. 
He that, &c. 


What is a Maidenhead ? ah what ? 

Of which weak Fools ſo often prate ? 

"Tis the young Virgin's Pride and Boaſt, 

Yet never was found but when 'twas loſt, 
Tit the, &c. 


Fill me a Glaſs then to the Brink, 

And its Confuſion here I'lI drink; 

And he that baulks the Health I nem's, 

May he die young, and then be blam'd. 
Aud be that, &c. 


SONG CLXXXVIII. Ts Horſe, Ke. 
Horſe, brave of N. let, 
4 — Boys exwmarket, te 


, 
loſe the Match by longer delaying ; 
rr AD BRSn Ine Bn Won, 
ink the Devil's in you for ſtaying : 
Run, and endeavour all to bubble the Sporters, 
Betts may recover all loſt at the Groom Porters; 
Follow, follow, follow, follow, come down tv 
the Ditch, 
Take the Odds, and then you'll be rich. 


For I'll have the brown Bay, if the blue Bonnet 


ride, 
And hold a thouſand Pounds of his Side, Sir; 
Dragon would ſcow r it, but Dr grows old ; 
He cannot endure it, he cannot, he wonnot now 
run it, 
As lately he could : 
Age, Age, does hinder the 188. Sir. 
Now, now, now they come on, and ſee, 
See the Horſe lead the Way ſtill; 
Three Lengths before at the turning the Lands, 
Five hundred Pounds upon the brown BY 
mull: 


0 
1 
! 
| 
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Pox on the Devil, I fear we have Joſt, 
For the Dog, the blue Bonnet, has run it, 
A Plague light upon it, 

The wrong Side the Poſt ; 
Odſzounlds, was ever ſuch Fortune 


SONG CLXXXIX. 77 id,, &c. 
E Winds, to whom Cl complains 
In Ditties ſo fad, ard ſo tweet, 
Believe me, the Shepherd but feigns 
He's wretch:d, to ſhew he has Wit. 
No Charmer like Callin cam move, 
And this is ſome pretty new Art: 
Ah! Callin's a Jugler in Love, 
And likes to play Tricks with my Heart. 
When he will, he can ſigh and loo k pale, 
Seem doleful, and alter his Face, 
Can tremble, and breathe out his Tale, 
Ah! Colin has every Pace. 
The Willow my Rover prefers 
To the Breaſts where hs once begg d to lie; 
And the Streams that he ſwells with his Tears, 
Are Rivals belov'd more than I. 


His Head my fond Boſom would bear, 
And my Heart would ſoon bear him to Reſt; 
Let the Swain that is lighted deſpair, 
But Collin is only in jeſt. 
No Death the Deceiver deſigns, 
Let the Maid that is ruin d Ceſpair 3 
For Callin but dies in his Lines, 
And gives himſelf that modiih Air. 
Can Shepherds, bred far from the Court, 
do wittily talk of their Flame? | 
But Collin makes Paſſion his Sport, 
Beware of ſo fatal a Game. 
My Voice of no Muſick can boaſt, 
Nor my Perſon of aught that is fine; 
But Callin may find to his Coſt, 
A Face that is fairer 11 mine. 


. 
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Ah! then I will break my lov'd Crook, 
To thee III bequeath all my Sheep; 
And dic in the much favour'd Brock, 
Were thou but pretendeſt to weep. 
Zhen mourn the fad Fate that you gave, 
In Scanets ſo ſmooth and divine; 
Perhaps I may riſe from my Grave, 
To hear ſuch foft Muſick as thine. 
Or the Violet, Daiſy, and Roſe, 
The Heurt's Eaſe, the Lily, and Pink, 
Let thy Fingers a Gerlaud compoſe, 
And crown'd by the Rivulet's Brink: 
How cit, my dear Swain, dd I ſwear, 
How much my ford Soul did admite 
Thy Verſes, thy Shape, and thy Air, 
Tho' deck'd in thy rural Attire, 


Your Shecp- hook you rul'd with ſuch Art, 


That all your ſmall Subjects obey'd ; 
And ſtill you reign'd King of his Heart, 

Whotz Paſſton you falſely upbraid. 
How often, my Swain, have I ſaid, 

Thot thy Arms were a Palace to me; 
And how well 1 could live in a Shade, 

Tho' at2ra'd with nothing but thee ? 
Oh! what are the Sparlts of the Town, 

Tho' never fo fine, and fo gay? 
1 freely would leave Beds of Down, 

For thy Breaſt, and a Bed of new Hay. 
Then, C:{lir, return once again, 

Again make me happy in Love; 


Let me find thee a faithful, true Swain, 


And as conſtant a Nymph I will prove. 


SONG CXC. Kinly, kindly, &c. 


Indly, kindly, thus, my Treaſure, 
Ever love me, ever charm ; 
Let the Paſſion know no Meaſure, 
Vet no jealous Fear alarm. 
Why ſhou d we, our Bliſs beruiling, 
By dull doubting fall at cd: ? 
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Meet my ſoft Embraces ſmiling, 
We'll be as happy as the Gods. 


SONG CXCI. Belinda, &. 
Boa with affected Mien, 
et 


Tries all the Pow'r of Art; 


finds her Efforts all in vain, 
| To gain a fiagle Heart: 
Whilſt Chlee in a different Way, 
( Is but herſelf to pleaſe, 
And makes new Conqueſts every Day, 
Without one borrow'd Grace, 


Belinda's haughty Air deſtroys 
Whk:t native Charms inſpire ; 
While Chl:e's artleſs ſhining Eyes 
Set all the World on Fire: 
Belinda may our Pity move, 
But Che gives us Pain; 
And while ſhe ſmiles us into Love, 
Her Siſter frowns in vain, 


SONG CXCII. Array yu Rover. 


Way you Rover, 
For Shame give over, 
You play the Lover 
| So like an Aſs 3 
You are for ſtorming, 
You think you're charming, 
Your faint Performing 
We read in your Face. 


SONG CXCIIL. A ay you Rover. 


E, who for ever, 
Wou' d hope for Faveur, 
muſt endeavour 
To charm the Fair: 
He dances, he dances, 
He da-a-a-a-a · nces, 


He hs, and glances, 


— 
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He makes Advances, 
He fings, and dance s, 
And mends his Air. 


SON G CXCIV. Go, go, go, go, &c. 


O, £0, go, go falſeſt of thy Sex be gone, 
Leave, leave, ah leave, leave me to my 
ſelf alone! 
Why would you ſtrive by fond Pretence, 
Thus to deftroy my Innocence? 
Go, go, &c.—Leawr, leave, &c. 
Young C#1:2 you too late betray'd, 
Then thus you did the Nymph upbraid, 
Love like a Dream uſher'd by Night, 
% Flies the Approach of Morning Light. 
Go, go, &c. — Leame, leave, &c. 
She that believes Man when he ſwears, 
Or lcaft regards his Oaths and Prayers, 
May ſhe, fond the, be moſt accurft ; 
Nay more, bc jubfect to his Luft. 
Go, go, & c.— Lenne, lende, &c. 


SONG CXCV. A the Snow, &c. 


S the Snow in Vallies lying, 
Phebus his warm Beams applying, 
Soon diſlolves and runs away; 
So the Beauties, ſo the Graces 
Of the moſt bew itching Faces, 
At approaching Age decay. 
As a Tyrant, when degraded, 
I; deſpis'd, and is upbraided 

By the Slaves he once controul'd; 

So th: Nymph, if none could move her, 
Is contemn'd by every Lover, 

When her Charms are growing old, 
McYlancholick Looks and Whining, 
Grieving, Quarrelling and Pining, 

Are th' EitzFts your Rigours move; 
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Soft Careſſes, am tous Glances, 
Melting Sighs, tranſporting Trances, 

Are the bleſt Effects of Love. 
Fair ones! while ycur Beauty's blooming, 
. Employ Time, left Age reſuming 
my What your Youth profuſely lends ; 

You are robb'd of all your Glories, 

Ard condemn'd to tell old Stories 

To your unbelieving Friends. 


SONG CXCVI. Why we lone, &c. 


HY we love, and why we hate, 


Is not granted us to know; 
Rindom Chance, or wilful Fate, 


Guides the Shaft from Cup:ia s Bow, 
Hon me Zelinda frown, 
Tis Madneſs all in me to grieve 3 
| Since her Will is not her own, 
Why ſhould I uneaſy live? 


—— 
—— — 


IfI for Zelinda die, 

Deaf to poor Mizella's Cries, 
be, Aſc not me the Reaſon why, 

| Seek the Riddle in the Skies, 

SONG CXCVII. My Cue, &c. 

Y Goddeſs Lydia, heavenly Fair, 
As Lily ſweet, as ſoft as Air, 
loo 


ſe thy Treſſes, ſpread thy Charms, 
' And to my Love give freſh Alarms. 
O! let me gaze on theſe bright E yes, 
Tho' ſacred Lightning from them flies; 
dhew me that ſoft, that modeſt Grace, 
| Which paints with charming red thy F ace. 
Give me Ambrofia ina Kiſs, 
That I may rival Jeve in Bliſs, 
I may mix my Soul with thine, 
And make the Pleaſure all divine. 
O hide thy Boſom's killing White, 
(The Milky Way is not ſo bright) 


L 3 
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Leſt you my raviſh'd Soul oppreſo, 

With Beauty's Pomp, and jweet Exceſs, 
Why draw*ft thou from the Purple Flood 
Of my kind Heart the vital Blond? 
Thou art all over endleſs Charms; 

O! take me dying to thy Arms. 


SONG CXCVII. To meet her, &c. 


meet her Mars, the Queen of Love 
Comes here adorn'd with all her Charm; 
The Warrior beſt the Fair can move, 

And crowns his Toils in Beauty's Arms : 
The Warrior beſt the Fair can move, 

And crowns his Toils in Beauty's Arms. 


SONG CXCIX. Eh. fy ye, &c. 
LY, fly ye lazy Hours, taſte, bring fim 


ere, | 
Swift ſwift as my fond Wiſhes are; 
When we love, and love to rage, 
Ev*ry Moment ſeems an Age: 
When we love, and love to rage, 
Ev'ry Moment ſeems an Age. 


SONG CC. Ob! my panting, kr. 


H! my panting, panting Heart, 
Why ſo young, and why ſo fad ? 
Why does Pleaſure ſeem a Smart, 
Or I wretched while I'm glad? 
Oh! Love's Goddeſs, who wert form'd 
From cold and icy, icy Seas, 
Inftruft me why I am thus warm'd 
And Darts at once can wound and pleaſe, 


SONG CCI. Fuf coming, &c. 
K coming from Sea, our Spouſes an! we, 
We puneh it, we punch it, we punch it, 
We punch it, we punch it aboard with Ccu+ 
ragio 3 


Dm ,, > W 
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We ſing, laugh and cling, and in Hammocks 


we ſwing ; 

And hey, hey, hey, hey, hey my brave Boys 
Bonvoiagio: 

We ſing, laugh and cling, and in Hammccks 
we ſwing, 

We ſing, laugh and cling, and in Hammocks 
we ſwing, 


And hey, hey, hey, hey, hey, my brave Boys 


Bonvoiagio. 


SONG CCII. I ar: come to, &c. 


Am come to lock a!l faſt, 
Love without me cannot laſt ; 
Love, like Counſels of the wiſe, 
Muſt be hid from vulzar Eyes; 
'Tiz holy, tis holy, and we muſt, we muſt con- 
ceal i its 


Taey — it, they prophane it, who reveal 


They i it, they prophane it, who Song 
ik, 


SONG CCIII. OY lad me, &c. 
H ! lead me to ſome peaceful Gloom, 
Where none but fighing Lovers come 3 

Where the ſhrill Trumpets never found, 
But one eternal Huſh goes round. 

There let me ſooth my pleaſing Pain, 
And never think of War again ; 
What Glory can a Lover have 
To conquer, yet be ſtill a Slave ? 


SONG CCIV. O5 lead me, &c. 


H! lead to ſome peaceful Room, 
Where none but honeſt Fellowes come; 


' Where Wives loud Clappers never ſound, 


But an eternal Laugh goes round, 
L 4 
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There let me drown in Wine my Pain, 
And never think of home again: 
What Comfort can a Hufband have, 
To rule the Houſe: where he's a Slave“ 


SONG CCV. l drint, &c. 


E'Il drink, and we'll never have done, 
Boys, 
Put the Glaſs then around with the Sun, Boys, 
Let Apell;'s Example invite us, 
For he's drunk every Night, 
That makes him ſo bright, 
That he's able next Morning to light us. 
Drinking's a Chriftian Diverſion, 
Unknown to the Tart and the Perfian ; 
Let Mahb:metan Fools 
Live by heatheniſh Rules, 
And dream o'er their Tea-pots and Coffee 3 
While the brave Br:t2rs ſing, 
And drink Healths to their King, 
Anda Fig for their Sultan and S:phy. 


SONG CCVI. Farewe! my, &c. 
Arewel, my bonny, bonny, witty, pretty 


And a' the rolie Laſſes milking on the Down : 


Adieu the flowry Meadows aft fac dear to Joch, 
The Sports and merry Glee of Edinborow 


Town : 
Since French and Spaniſh Louns ſtand at Bay, 
Ard valiant Lads of Britain hold em play, 
My Reap-hook I mun throw quite away, 
And fight too like a Man, 
Among *em, for our Royal Queen Arne. 
Each Carle of Ii Mettle battles like a Dragon; 
The Germans waddle, and firaddle to the 
Drum ; | | 
The Tralian and the Butter -bowzy H:gan Mo 
gan: [hame: 


Good-faith then, Scottiſh Jocty mauna lie at 
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For ſince they are ganging to hunt Renown, 
And ſwear they'll quickly ding auld Monficur 
down 
yn follow for a Pluck at his Crown, 
To ſhew that Scotland can 
. Excel em for our Royal Queen Anne. 


Then welcome from Vigo, 
And cudgelling Dz:n Diego, 
8. With ſtrutting Raſcailions, 
And plundering the Gallcons : 
Each briſk val:ant Fellow 
Fought at Rondondell;ao, 
And thoſe who did meet 
With the Newfound-land Fleet 3 
When, for late Succeſſes, 
Which Europe confeſſes, 
At Land by our gallant Commanders; 
The Dutch in ſtrong Beer, 
Shou'd be drunk for a Year, 
With their General's Health in Flanders; 


SONG CCVIL. Let Soldiers fight, &o. 


— 
— — — —————gQẽ 


C. 

ret'y ET Soldiers fight for Pay or Praiſe, 
And Money be the Miſer's Wiſh, 

* | Poor Scholars ſtudy all their Days, 

ocly, | And Gluttons glory in their Diſh : 

516.0 mu Wine, pure Vine revives ſad Souls 3 


Therefore fill us the chcaring Boe ul. 
Let Minions marſhal every Hair, 
And in a Lover's Lock delight, 
And artificial Colours wear; 
Pure Wine is native red and white : 
'Tis Wine, &c. 
gon; The back ward Spirit it makes brave, 
That lively wh'ch before was dull; 
Opens the Heart that loves to ſave, 
| And K:ndneſs flows from Cups brim-full : 
me: "Tis Wine, &c. | 


hl 
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Some Men want Youth, and others Health, 
Some want a Wife, and ſome a Punk; 
Some Mcn want Wit, :nd others Wealth 3 
But they want nothing that arc drunk: : 
Ji Wine, &c. 


SONG CCVIII. Ter ar,, &:. 


1 Years, like 77er, my ſtubborn Heart 
Withſtood th* Ail:uit of fond Deſire; 
But now, alas! I feel a Smart; 
Poor I, like Trey, am ſet on Fire. 


With Care we may a Pile ſecure, 
And from all common Sparks defend : 
But ch! who can a Houle ſecure, 
When the Ce:!cſt.al Flames deſcent ! 
Thus was I ſafe, till from your Eyes 
Deſtructive Fires are brightly giv'n : 
Ah ! who can ſhun the warm Surprize, 
When lo! the Light'ning comes from Heay'n, 


SON G CCIX. Toby Swill. 


BY SWILL 
Has ne er his Fill, 
Tho' he drinks from Night to Day; 
But ſoon as e er 
The Reck'ning's call'd, 
Then Toby ſneaks away. 
Toby laughs, 
And puns, and quaffs, 
Until a Bill is call'd ; 
That ſtrikes him dumb, 
He's then hum- drum, 
And all his Mirth is pall'd. 
Pay but his Shot, 
Tis all forgot, 
And he again is gay: 
He'll ſtand the Rub 
Ot a whole Club, 
To drink, and not to pay. 


p 
1 
p 


Wen. 


| 
| 
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| 
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SONG CCX. He that has, Kc. 


E that has the beſt Wife, 
She's the Plague of his Life, 

But for her that will ſcold and will quarrel ; 

Let him cut her off ſhort 

Of her Meat and her Sport, 
And ten times a Day hoop her Barre!, brave 

Boys, 

And ten times a Day hoop her Barrel. 


SONG CCXI. Sec, /ve, my, &c. 


Hree Nymphs contended for my Heart, 
With &ffcrent Charms and Grace; 

The firſt ſold Puddings, Pies and Tarts, 
The ſecond Pins and Lace ; 

The third employ'd herſelf to cry 
The News three times a Week, 

Befides each Night *twas her Delight, 
To cry, Hot bak'd Ox-cheek, 

Look, Gods, from your celeſtial Bow'rs, 
And guide me to the beſt ; | 

And may my Faculties and Pow'rs 
Of Heart and Mind be bleſt. ; 

Whilf thus I cry d, the Gods reply d, 
Thy Fate can't be tevers d; 

The Nymph we've choſen for thy Bride 
Sifts Cinders from the Duſt, 


SONG CCXIl. Ceaſe yeur, &c. 
Rithee Billy, 
Ben't ſo ſi ly, 
Thus to waſte thy Days in Gricf ; 
You ſay, Betty 
Will not let ye; 
Dut can Sorrow give Relief ? 
Leave repining, 
Ceaſe your whining 3 
Pox on Torment, Grief, and Wo? 1 
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If ſhe's tender, 
She'll ſurrender; 
It ſhe's tough, cen let her go. 


SONG CCXII!. Never figh, but, &e. 
Frer fizh, but think of kiſſing, 
More, and more, and more of wiſhing, 
To poficfs the mighty Bleſſing; 
Wh they enjoy it they are true; 
Theil hug, they'll cling, and heave up tos; 
But Liberty when once regain'd, 
The Favour's to another feign'd. 
Why ſhould we then the Sex admire, 
For twas never their Deſire, 
To maintain: -unſtant Fire 
It ogling, w!.-ediiuz you'll believe, 
They 'i hourly ſtudy ic deceive, 
But we will find out betier Ways, 
In Muſick, Singing, ip.nd our Days. 


SONG CCXIV. then Wit and, kc. 


Hen Wit and Beauty meet in one 
That acts an amorous Part; 

What Nymph ts mighty Power can ſhun, 
Or ſcape a wounded Hear: ? 

Thoſe potent, wondrous pote::t Charms, 
Where'er they bleſs a Swain; 

He needs not ſleep with empty Arms, 

He needs not ſſe:p with empty Arms, 
Nor dread ſcvere Diſdain. 

Aſt» 2a ſaw the Shepherds bleed, 
Regardleſs of their Pain 

Unmor'd ſhe heard their Oaten Reed, 
They danc'd and ſung in vain 

At length A::i:t:r 4.4. ppear, 
That M:racle cf Man ; 

He pleas'd her Eves, and charm'd her Ear, 

He pleas'd her Eyes, and charm'd her Ear, 
She lov'd, and call'd him Paz, 


Then Nymphs no longer keep in Pa in 


; A while he gaz'd, a while ſurvey'd 


Diſarm'd, he knew not what to do, 


Aluſtful Satyr ftraight return'd, 
; For many Nymphs for them have burn'd, 
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Bat he, as t ho“ deſign'd by Fate, 
Revenger of her Harms, 

Which others ſuffer d from her Hate, 
Rifl'd and left her Charms; 


A plain well-meaning Heart, 
Leſt you ſhou'd join for ſuch Diſdain, 
Leſt you ſhou'd join for ſuch Diſdain, 
In poor Aftrea's Smart. | 


SONG CCXV. 4: Cupid, Sr. 
S Cupid many Ages paſt, 
Went out to take the Air, 
And on the roſie Morning feaſt, 
He met Ophelia there, 


Her Shape and every Part; 

But as his Eyes run o'er the Maid, 
Hers reach'd his little Heart. 

His qr ſtraight and Bow he took, 
And bent it for a Flight; 

But then by chance ſhe caft a Look, 
Which ſpoil'd his Purpoſe quite. 


Nor how to crown his Love ; 
At laft reſolv'd, away he flew, 
Another Shape to prove. 


In hopes his Form wou'd take; 


Burn'd *cauſe they cou'd not ſpeak. 
Ozbelia had no ſooner ſpy d 

His Godſhip, Goat and Man; 
But loudly for Affiſtance cry d, 

And fleetly homeward ran. 
Perplex'd at her Affright, but more 

At's own Defeat, he ſhook 
The Monſtar off, then fled before, 

And firaight Man's Aſpect tooks 
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He ſmil'd, entreated, ly d, and vow d, 
Nay, offer'd her a Sum ; 

And grew importunate and rude, 
As ſhe drew nearer home, 


At laſt when Tears, nor ought cou'd move, | 
He thus beſpoke the Fair ; 

Know, cruel Maid, I'm God of Love, 
And can command Deſpair. 

Yet Dame to fue, oh ! bleſs me then, 
As you regard your Eaſe ; 

For I am King of Gods and Men, 
I give and baniſh Peace. 


Or be thou Love, or be thou Hate, 
Enrag'd Ophelia ſwore ; 

I' never change my Virgin State, 
Nor ever ſee thee more. 


Explcded Love reſiſted fo, 
In Pity to Mankind, | 

His Arrows broke, and burnt his low, 
And left his Name behind. 


SONG CCXVI. Lay by your, Kr. 


] AY by your Pleading, 
The Law lies a bleeding, | 
9 Studies down, and throw away | 


our Reading; 
Small — the Word has, 
And doth afford us, 
Not half ſo many Privileges as the Sword does; 
It foſters our Maſters, 

It plaĩſters Diſaſters, | | 
And makes the Servants quickly greater that 
their Maſters; ö 

It ventures, it enters, 
It circles, it centres, 
And ſets a *Prentice free from his Indentures 


This takes up all T 
And fets op fall Thing: 3 L Thing. 
This maſters Money, tho Money 54 | 
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It's not in Seaſon 
To talk of Reaſon, 
Or count it Loyalty, when the Sword will have 
it Treaſon ; 
This conquers a Crown too, 
The Cloke and the Gown too 
This ſets up a Preſbyter, and this doth pull him 
down too; 
This ſubtile Deceiver 
Turn'd Bonnet into Beaver, 
Down drops a Biſhop, and up ſteps a Weaver. 
It's this makes a Layman 
To preach and to pray Man ; 
And this made a Lord of him, which was before 
a Dray-man : 
For from this dull Pit 
Of Saxbey's full Pit, 
This brought a holy Ironmonger to the Pulpit : 
No Goſpel can guide it, 
No Law can decide it, 
No Church or State can debate it. 
Till the Sword hath ſanctify d it; 
Such pitiſul Things be 
Happier than Kings be, 
This brought in the Heraldry of Tbimbl ey and 
Slngsby. 
Down goes the Law-trix, 
For from this Matrix 
Sprung holy He auſon's Power, and tumbl'd down 
| St. Parrick's ; | 
It batter'd the Gun-kirk, 
So did it the Dum-kirk, [ kirk, 
That he is fled, and gone to the Devil in Dur- 
In Sc:tland this Waſter 
Did work ſuch Diſaſter, 
This brought the Money back for which they 
fold their Maſter: 
Th's frighted the Flemming, 
And made him ſo beſeeming, [deeming, 
That he never doth think of his loſt Lands re- 
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But he that can tower, 
Over him that is lower, 
Would be counted but a Fool to give away his 
Power ; : 
Take Books and rent them, 
Who would invent them, 
When as the Sword replies, Negatur 1 
The grand College Butlers 
Muſt vail to the Sutlers, 
There's not a Library like to the Cutlers; 
The Blood that is ſpilt, Sir, 
Hath gain'd all the Guilt, Sir, 
Thus have you ſeen me run the Sword up to the 
Hilt, Sir, 


SONG CCXVILI. 4 Soldier, &c. 


OU Friends to Reformation, 
Give Ear to my Relation, 
For 1 ſhall now declare, Sir, 
Before you are aware, Sir, 
The Matter very plain, 
The Matter very plain. 
A Goſpel Cuſhion-Thumper, 
Who dearly lov'd a Bumper, 
And ſomething elſe befide, Sir, 
If he is not bely'd, Sir, 
This was a holy Guide, Sir, 
And for to tell you truly, 
His Fleſh was ſo unruly, 
He could not for his Life, Sir, 
Paſs by the Draper's Wife, Sir, 
The Spirit was ſo faint, &c. 
This jolly handſome Quaker, 
As he did overtake her, 
She made his Mouth to water, 
And thought long to be at ker ; 
Such Sin is no great Matter 
Accounted by a Saint. 
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bays he, my pretty Creature, 
p Tur charming handſome Feature 
' his Hur ſet me all on Fire, 
Tu know what I dere, 
There is no Harm to love. 
Quoth ſhe, if that's your Notion, 
. To preach up ſuch Devotion, 
Such hopeful Guides as you, Sir, 
Will half the World undo, Sir, 
3 A Halter is your due, Sir, 
If you ſuch Tricks approve. 
n The Parſon ſtill more eager 
— Than luſtful Turk or Negar, 
Took up her lower Garment, 
ve. | And ſaid there was no Harm in't, 
: According to the Text; 
For Saloman far wiſer 
Than any dull Adviſer, 
| Had many hundred Miſſes, 
| To crown his Royal Wiſhes, 
And why ſhou'd ſuch as this is, 
| Make you fo ſadly vext ? 
I The frighted female Quaker 
| Perceiv*d what he would make her, 
Was forc'd to call the Watch in, 
And ftop what he was hatching, 
To ſpoil the Light within, S. 
They came to her Aſſiſtance, 
As ſhe did make Reſiſtance 
Againſt the Prieſt and Devil, 
The Actors of all Evil, 
Who were ſo grand uncivil, 
To tempt a Saint to Sin. 


| The Parſon then confounded, 

To ſee himſelf ſurrounded 

With Mob and fturdy Watelumen, 
Whoſe Buſineſs tis to catch M-n, 

In Lewdneſs with a Punk, E: 
He had ſome faint Excuſes, 

And all to hide Abuſes, 
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In taking up the Linnen 
Againſt the Saint's Opinion, 
Within her ſoft Dominion, 
Alledging he was drunk. 
But tho' he feigned Reeling, 
They made him pay for Feeling, 
And lugg'd him to a Priſon, 
To bring him to his Reaſon, 
Which he had loſt before : 
thus we ſee how Preachers, 
at ſhould be Goſpel-Teachers, 
How they are ſtrangely blinded, 
And are fo Fleſhly- minded, 
Like Carnal Men inclined, 
To lie with any Whore. 


SONG CCXVIII. O5 / Jenny, &. 


Molly. i | 


Father and Mother are ſeeking for thee; 
You have been ranting, playing the War- 
ton 
Keeping of Jockey Company. 
Jenny. Oh! Molly, I've been to hear Mill clack, 
58 And grind Grift for the Family, 
Full as it went I've brought home ny 
Sack, [ me. 
| For the Miller has tooken his Toll ef 
M:ll;. You hung your Smickets abroad to bleact, 
When that was done, where could yu 
be ? 
Jenny. I ſlipt down in the quickſet Hedge, 
| And Fockey the Loen fell after me. 
Mally. My Father you told you'd go to Kirk 
When 1 45 were done, where coul 
you be ? 
Jenny, Taking a Kiſs of the Parſon and Clerk, 
And of other young Laddies ſome tw 
or three. 


| 
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M:Ily. Oh! Fermy, Ferny, what wilt thou do 
re 
de? 
Look to yourſelf, for Fockey is true 
mY And whilſt Clapper goes, will take Care 
of me. 


SON G CCXIX. The Valiant, &c. 


HE Val::nt Eugene to Vienna is gone, 
Ard fince deny'd 
| To be ſupply d, 
All his Troops are undone ; 
For the haughty YVendoſme, 
New Recruits being come, 
So proud is grown 
Of two to one, 
He Revenge ſwears to puſh home: 
And late Loſes, 
Diſgraces and Creſſes, 
Will ſoon retaliate now the General is gene 3 
Oh! Leopold, oh! Baden, 
What Fiend was perſwading 
Your Prieſt-ridden Clan, 
Simply to baulk fo rare a Mm? 
Tho“ Carthage 8 » when Story once 
How well the grand 
Blind African 
O'er the Alps hew'd owt his Road ; 
All the Recks in his Way 
Were but Puff-paſte and Clay, 
To thoſe were ſeen, 
When great Eugere 
Made his rugged Eſſay; 
Where no Storm nor 
Loud Thunder, this Wonder 
Could ever from his Purpoſe cauſe to halt or 
ſtay: 
M 2 


200 The Nionri scart. 


Tho' Watches, Diſpatches, 
And lying there frying, 
His Vouth did ſo decay, 
Sable Locks turn'd into grey. 
Then Latium give o'er, name Ceſar no more ; 
Nor the Macedon, 
| Whoſe high Renown 
Were ſo blaz d on before; 
But let glorious Eugene, 
That anguſt Man of Men, 
Be ſounded high, 
As far as Sky, 
Or the Globe can contain ; 
For a braver, 
Or bolder, 
Good Soldier, 
Did never on the bloody Field maintain hi; 
Ground : 
Hell take thoſe remove him, 
And here's to thoſe love him, 
Drink, drink Boys around, 
And his Foes Pluto confound. 


SONG CCXX. V Gold, &c. 


F Gold could lengthen Life, I ſwear, 
It then ſhould be my chiefeſt Care ; 


o get a Heap, that I may ſay, 
When Death came to demand his Pay, 
Thou Slave, take this, and go thy Way. 


But fince Life is not to be bought, 

Why ſhould I plague myſeif for nought ? 
Or fooliſhly diſturb the Skies 

With vain Complaints, or fruitleſs Cries? 
For if the fatal Deſtinies 

Have all decreed ir ſhall be fo, 

What gocd will Gold or Crying do ? 


Give me, to eaſe my thirſty Soul, 
The Joys and Comforts of the Bow! : 
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Freedom and Health, and whilſt I live, 
Let me not want what Love can give: 
Then ſhall I die in Peace and have 
This Conſolation in the Grave, 

That once I had the World my Slave. 


SON G CCXXI. Liberty's the, &c. 


Iberty's the Soul of Living, 
Ev'ry Hour new Joys receiving; 
Ip ſharp Pangs our Hearts are grieving, 
Liberty's the Soul of Living. 
Here are no falſe Men purſuing 
Youth or Beauty to its Ruin; 
Murm'ring Sighs, like Turtles cooing, 
Nor the bitter Sweets of Wooing. 
C no u Ss 
Ther fince wwe are dom d to be chaſte, 
Ard Loving is counted a Crime; 
Let's do wwhat we can, not to think of a Nas, 
But make the beſt Uſe of our Prime. 


SONG CCXXII. Born with, &c. 
B. with the Vices of my Kind, 


1 were inconſtant too, 
Cynthia, could I rambling find 
The rowling Surges of my Blood, 
By Virtue now ebb'd low; | 
Should a new Show'r encreaſe the Flood, 
Too ſoon *twould overflow. 
But Frailty when thy Face I fee, 
Does modeſtly retire 3 
Uncommon muſt her Graces be, 
Whoſe Look can bound Defire. 
* 8 my Virtue, but thy Power, 
is Conſtancy is due; 
When Change irſelf can give no more, 
Tis eaſie to be true. 


4 
q 
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SONG CCXXUI. What's the, &c, 


Hat's the Worth of Health or Living, 
If we ftint ourſelves of Bliſs ; 
Grief is but a ſelf-deceiving, 
Chuſing may-be for what is. 
Dos'd all Night, and daily weeping, 
Zealots think to Heav'n to climb; 
Thus with Canting and with Sleeping, 
The poor Sots loſe all their Time. 
Give me Love, and give me Wine too, 
For Life's Cares to make Amends z 
Wit and Poetry divine too, . 
And a charming Female Friend : 
In 2 moral honeſt Station, 

To my Grave in Peace I'll go; 
Let the Bug Predęſtination 

Fright the Fools no better know. 


SONG CCXXIV. Have you, &c. 


Ave you ſeen Battledore Play, 
Where the Shuttlecocks fly to and fro one 
r, have you noted an April Day, now raining, 
Now ſhining, now warming, now ſtorming ? 
Ah! juſt, juſt ſuch as theſe is a Woman, 
Love and true Merit do ſeldom prevail, 
For always we hold a wet Eel by the Tail; 
Their Tongues ne er are idle, their Humour: 
Riddle, [ wheedle; 
They prick with their Needle, and ogle 1 
And if they have Charms, 
Tis rarely that Beauty is true t'ye, 
For few or none you are ſure are your own, 
But in your Arms. 


SONG CCXXV. Kind Heav'n, &. 
Ind Heav'a no Peace to the Perjur'd allows, 


and 


In Fate's gloomy Book keeps Account a 
all Vows ; | 
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And Fove that does view the falſe and the true, 
Knows who kept their Promiſe, and who de- 
ceiv'd who: 
Will ſwear by the Skies, and Ganymede's Eyes, 
No Woman that mingles Affection with an 
And here in the Farce of the World plays a Part, 
Shall ever hereafter, ſhall ever hereafter, 
Shall ever hercaſter break a fond Heart, 


Shall ever hereafter break a fond Heart. 


SONG CCXXVI. By the gaily, &c. 


Y the gaily circling Glaſs 
We can ſce how Minutes paſs ; 
the hollow Caſk are told 

How the waining Night grows old. 
Soon, too ſoon, the buſy Day 

Drives us from our Sport and Play. 
What have we with Day to do? 

Sons of Care! 'twas made for you. 


SONG CCXXVII. Would you, &c. 


Ould you taſte the Noontide Air ? 

To yon fragrant Bow'r repair, 
Where woven with the Poplar Bough 
Tn? mantling Vine will ſhelter you. 
Down each Side a Fountain flows, 
Tinkling, murmuring, as it goes 
Lightly o'er the moſſy Ground, 
Sultry Phoebus ſcorching round. 
Round the Janguid Herds and Sheep 
Stretch'd o'er junny Hillocks Pep, 
While on the Hyacinth and Roſe 
The Fair does all alone repoſe. 
All alone — and in ber Arms 
Your Breaſt may beat to Love's Alarms, 
Til. bret and blotting you ſhall own 
442 „: Lot are ſoys alone, 
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SONG CCXXVIII. Famre's an, &c. " 
Aux's an Echo, prattling double, 


An empty, airy, glittering Bubble, 1 
A Breath can ſwell, a Breath can fink it, | 
The Wiſe not worth their Keeping think it. Fl 
PWhy then, why ſuch Toil and Pain, | 
Fame's uncertain Smiles to gain? TE. 


Like her Siſter, Fortune, blind, 
To the beſt ſhe's oft unkind, 
And the worſt her Favour find. 


| SONG CCXXIX. Live, and lee, | | 


| Ive, and love, enjoy the Fair, „ 4 4 
| Baniſh Sorrow, baniſh Care, | 
ind not what old Dotards ſay, EEY 

Age has had his Share of Play, WE 

But Youth's Sport begins to Day. V+ 6.0 


From the Fruits of ſweet Delight 
Let not ſcare-crow Virtue fright. 
| Here in Pleaſure's Vineyard we 
| Rove, like Birds, from Tree to Tree, | 
0 Careleſs, airy, gay, and free. | 
1 CHror vs, | 
Arvay, tut; + away, ; 
To Comus Court repair, | „ 
There Night outſhines the Day, 
There yields the melting Fair. 


SONG CCXXX. No Glory, &c. | | 


O Glory I covet, no Riches I want, 
Ambition is nothing to me; | | 

one Thing I beg of kind Heav'n to grant, 
Is a Mind independent and free. 

My Paſſions unruffl'd, untainted with Pride, 
By Reaſon my Life let me ſquare ; 

The Wants of my Nature are cheaply ſupply d, 
And the reſt are but Folly and Care f 


1 
. 
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Thoſe Bleſſings which Providence kindly has 


lent 


I'll juſtiy and gratefully prize; 


Whilſt ſweet Meditation and chearful Content 


Will make me both happy and wiſe. 


How vainly thro* infinite Trouble and Strife 
The Many their Labours employ ; 

When all that is truly delightful in Life 
Is what all, if they will, may enjoy. 


SON G CCXXXLT. The wanton, &c. 


HE wanton God that pierces Hearts, 

Dips in Gall his pointed Darts, 
But the Nymph diſdains to pine, 
Who baths the Wound with roſie Wine. 
Farewel Lovers, when they're cloy d; 
It I'm ſcorn'd, becauſe enjoy d, 
Sure the ſqueamiſhi Fops are free 
To rid me of dull Company. 
They have Charms, whilſt mine can pleaſe, 
I love them much, but more my Eaſe ; 
Nor jealous Fears my Love moleſt, 
Nor faithleſs Vows ſhall break my Reft. 
Why ſhould they e' er give me Pain, 
Who to give me Joy diſdain ? 
All I hope of mortal Man, 
Is to love me —— whilſt he can, 


SON G COXXXII From Tyrant, &c. 


Fs Tyrant Laws and Cuſtoms free, 
We follow ſweet Variety, 
Turns we drink, and dance, and ſing, 
Love for ever on the Wing. 
Why ſhould ni Rules controul 
Tranſports of the jovial Soul? 
No dull ſtinting Hour we own: 

counts pur Time alone, 

M 5 
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SONG CCXXXIII. Or every, &c. 


N every Hill, in every Grove, 
Along the Margin of each Stream, 
Dear conſcious Scenes of former Love, 

I mourn, and Damon is my Theme, 
The Hills, the Groves, the Streamy remain, 
But Damon there I ſeek in vain. 

Now to the moſly Cave I fly, 

Where to my Swain I oft have ſung, 
Well pleas'd the browzing Goats to ſpy, 

As o'er the airy Steep they hung. 

The moſſy Cave, the Goats remain, 
But Damon there I ſeek in vain. 
Now thro” the rambling Vale I paſs, 

And figh to ſee the well-known Shade, 
I weep, and kiſs the bended Graſs, 

Where Love and Damon fondly play d. 
The Vale, the Shade, the Graſs remain, 
But Damon there I ſeek in vain. 

From Hill, from Dale, each Charm is fled, 

Groves, Flocks, and Fountains pleaſe no more, 
Each Flower in Pity droops its Head, 

All Nature does my Loſs deplore. 

All, all reproach the faithleſs Swain, 

Yet Damon ſtill I ſeek in vain. | 
RECIT ATIFVE. 

Love, the greateſt Bliſs below, 

How to taſte few Women know, 

Fewer ſtill the Way have hit 

How a fickle Swain to quit. 

Simple Nymph, then learn of me, 

How to treat Inconſtancy. 


SONG CCXXXIV. By dimpled, & 
Y dimpled Brook, and Fountain Brim, 
The Wood Nymphs deck d with Dailies 
trim, 
Their merry Wakes and Palimes keeps 
What has Night to do with Sleep? 


8 
| 
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Nicht has better Sweets to prove; 
Vems now wakes, and wakens Love: 
Come, let us our Rites begin ; 

'Tis only Day-light that makes Sin. 


SON G CCXXXV. Preach not, Kc. 


tach not me your muſty Rules, 
Ye Drones that mould in idle Cell; 
e 


Heart is wiſer than the Schools, 
The Senſes always reaſon wel. 
If ſhart my Span, I leſe cun ſpare 
To paſs a fingle Pleaſure by; 
An Hour is long, if loſt in Care, 
They only live, who Life enjoy. 


SONG CCXXXVI. Come, ce, dc 


„ come, bid Adieu te Fear, 

Love and Harmony live here : 
No domeftick jealous Jars, 
Buzzing Slanders, wordy Wars, 
In my Preſence will appear, 
Love and Harmony reign here. 
Sighs to am*rous Sighs returning, 
Pulſcs beating, Boſoms burning, 
Boſoms with warm Wiſhes panting, 
Words to ſpeak thoſe Wiſhes wantigg, 
Are the only Tumults here, 
All the Woes you need to fear, 
Love and Harmony reign here. 


SONG CCXXXVII. Ner on, &c. 


OR on Beds of fading Flowers, 
Shedding ſoon their gzudy Pride; 
Nor with Swains in Syren Bowers, 
Will true Pleaſure reſide. 
On awful Virtue's Hill ſublims, 
Enthroned fits th'Immortal Fair; 
Who wins her Height, muſt patient climb, 
The Steps are Peril, Toil, and Care. 
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do from the firſt did Jede ordain 
Eternal Bliſs for tranſient Pain. 


SONG CCXXXVIIL. A lovely Laſs. 


OW do they err who throw their Love 
On Fate or Fortune wholly, 
Whom only Rants and Flights can move, 
And Rapture join'd with Folly ? 
For how can Pleaſure folid be, 
Where Thought is out of Scaſcn ? 
Do I love you, or you love me, 
My Dear, without a Reaſon ? 
Our Senſe then rightly we'll employ, 
No Paradiſe expecting; 
Yet envying none the trifling Joy 
That will not bear reflefting : 
For Wiſdom's Power, fince after all, 
E'en Life is paſt the curing, 
Softens the worſt that can befal, 
And makes the beſt enduring. 


SON G CCXXXIX. Ha happy, &c. 


OW happy are we, 
Who from Thinking are free, 
That curbing Diſeaſe of the Mind ? 
Can indulge ev'ry Taſte, 
Love where we like beſt, 
Not by dull Reputation confin'd. 
When we're young, fit to toy, 
Gay Delights we enjoy, 
Ard have Crowds of new Lovers ftill wooing ; 
When we're old and decay'd, 
We procure for the Trade, 
Still in every Age we are doing. 
If a Cully we meet, 
We ſpend what we get, 
Ev*ry Day, for the next never think 3 
When we die, where we go, 
We have no Senſe to know, 
For a Bawd always dics in her Drink, 
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SONG CCXL. Gavot in Otho. 


Accuus, God of mortal Pleaſure, 
Ever give me thy dear Treaſure, 
How I long for t'other Quart ! 
Drowſy Waiter, 
Since 'tis no later, 
Why ſhould good Companions part ? 
He that's willing 
Whip a Shilling, 
Follow this Example round: 
If you wear a lib'ral Spirit, 
Put about the gen'rous Claret, 
After Death no Drinking's found. 


SONG CCXLI. VF Love's, &c. 
F Love's a ſweet Paſſion, why does it tor- 


ment ? 

lt a bitter, O tell me whence comes my Con- 
tent ? 

Since I ſuffer with Pleaſure, why ſhould I com- 
plain ? 

Or grieve at my Fate, fince I know tis in vain ? 

Yet fo pleaſing the Pain is, ſo ſoft is the Dart, 

That at once it both wounds me, and tickles my 
Heart. 


I Ay her Hands gently, look languiſhing down, 
And by paſſionate Silence I make my Love 


known. 
But oh! how I'm bleſt, when ſo kind ſhe does 


prove, 

By tome willing Miſtake to diſcover her Love; 

When in ſtriving to hide, ſhe reveals all her 
Flame, 

And our Eyes tell each other, what neither dare 


mme. 
How pleaſing is Beauty, how ſweet are the 
Charms ? 


How * Embraces, how peaceful her 
Arms ? 


210 The NIGHTINGALE. 


Sure there's nothing ſo caſy as learning to love; 

Tis taught us on Earth, and by all Things above: 

And to Beauty's bright Standard all Heroes muſt 
yield, 


For bo Sh that conquers, and keeps the fair 
ichd 
SONG CCXLII. Ii my Love, &c, 


Leſt as th'immortal Gods is he, 
The Youth who fondly fits by thee, 
And hrars and ſees thee all the While, 


Softly ſprak, and ſweetly ſmile. 
So ſpoke «nd ſmil'd the Eaftern Maid; 

Like thine, ſeraphick were her Charms, 
That in Circaſſia's Vineyard ſtray'd, 

And bleſt the wiſeſt Monarch's Arms. 
A thouſand Fair, of high Deſert, 

Strove to enchant the am'rous King ; 
But the Circaſſian gain'd his Heart, 

And taught the royal Bard to ſing. 
Clarinda thus our Song inſpires, 

And claims the ſmooth and ſofteſt Lays: 
But while each Charm our Boſom fires, 

Words ſeem too few to ſound her Praiſc. 
Her Mind in ev'ry Grace compleat, 

To paint, ſurpaſſes human Skill: 
Her Majeſty, mixt with the Sweet, 

Let Seraphs fing her, if they will. 

wand” ring, with a raviſh'd Eye, 

We all that's perſect in her view, 
Viewing a Siſter of the Sky, 

To whom an Adoration's due. 


SONG CCXLIII. JJ Love's, ke. 


FF Wine be a Cordial, why does it torment? | 
If a Poiſon, ob tell me, whence comes 8 
Content? 
Since I drink it with Pleaſure, wby ſhould 1 
complain ? 


Or repent ev ry Morn, when I know tis is vas: | 


. 
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Yet ſo charming the Glaſs is, ſodeep is the Quart, 

That at once it both drowns and enlivens my 
Heart. 

I take it off briſkly, and when it is down, 

By my jolly Complexion I make my Joy known. 

But oh! how I'm bleſt! when fo ſtrong it does 

prove 

By its ſovereign Heat to expel that of Love ! 

When in quenching the old, I create a new Flame, 

And am wrapt in ſuch Pleaſures that ſtill want a 
Name. 


SONG CCXALIV. As me, why, &c. 


SK me, why I ſend here 
A This Firſtling of the infant Year ? 
me, why I ſend co you 
This Primroſe all be-pearl'd with Dew? 
I muſt whiſper to your Ears, 
The Sweets of Love are waſh'd with Tears. 
Aſk me, why this Roſe doth ſhow 
All yellow, green, and ickly too ? 
Ak me, why the Stalk is weak ? 
And yielding each Way, yet not break ? 
I muſt tell you, theſe diſcover 
What Doubts and Fears are in a Lover. 


SONG CCXLYV. Gather your, &c. 
Ather your Roſe-buds, while you may, 
Old Time is ſtill a flying; 
And that ſame Flow'r that ſmiles to Day 
To-morrow will be dying. 
The glorious Lamp of Heav'n, the Sun, 
The higher he is getting, 
The ſooner will his Race be run, 
And nearer he's to ſetting. 
That Age is beſt, that is the firſt, 
While Youth and Blood are warmer 3 
Expect not the laſt and worſt, 
Time till ſucceeds the former, 
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Then be not coy, but uſe your Time, 
While you may go marry ; 

For having once but loſt your Prime, 
You may for ever tarry. 


SONG CCXLVI. Os, on, ny, &c. 


N, cn, my dear Brethren, purſue the great 
Lecture, 
And reſine on the Rules of old Architecture: 
High Honour to Maſons the Craft daily brings, 
To thoſe Brothers of Princes, and Fellows oi 
Kings. 
We drove the rude Yanrdals and Geths off the 


Stage 
And reviv'd the old Arts of Auguſtus fam'd Ape; 
And FVeſpa ſian deſtroy 'd the vaſt Temple in vain, 
Since ſo many now riſe under Montague s Reign. 
The noble five Orders, compos d with ſuch Art, 
Shall amaze the ſwift Eye, and engage the whole 
Heart : 
Proportion, ſweet Harmony, gracing the Whole, 
Give ourWork, like the glorious Creation, a Soul. 


Then _ and Brethren, preſerve your great 
ame, 

This Lodge ſo majeſtick ſhall purchaſe you Fame; 

Rever'd it ſhall ſtand till all Nature expire, 

And its Glories ne'er fade, *till the World is on 
Fire, 

See, ſee, behold here what rewards all our Toil, 

Inſpires our Genius, and makes Labour ſmile : 

To our noble Grand- Mafter let a Bumper be 
crown'd, | 

To all Maſons a Bumper, fo let it go round. 

Again, my lov'd Brethren, again let it paſs, 

Our ancient firm Union cement with a Glaſs, 

And all the Contention *mongſt Maſons ſhall be, 

V ho better can work, or who better agree. 
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SONG CCXLVII. You Maidens, &c. 


N the Banks of a River, cloſe under the 

Shade 
ce. Young Claas and Sylvie one Ev'ning were laid, 

' The Youth pleaded ſtrongly for Proof of his 

rear Love, 
But Honour had won her his Flame to reprove. 
She cry'd, where's the Luſtre when Clouds ſhade 
85. the Sun? 
% | Or what is rich Nectar, the Taſte being gone? 

Mongſt Flowers on the Stalk ſweeteſt Odours 
the do dwell, 

But if gather'd, the Roſe itſelf loſes the Smell. 
ge Thou deareſt of Nymphs, the briſk Shepherd 
m, reply d 
3. 1 e'er thou wilt argue, begin on Love's Side. 
rt, In Matters of State let grave Reaſon be ſhown, 
hole But Love is a Power will be ruled by none. 

Nor ſhould a coy Beauty be counted fo rare, 
nole, For Scandal can blaſt both the chaſte and the fair: 
Soul. | Moſt fierce are the Joys Love*s Alembick do fill, 
great Aud the Roſes are ſweeteſt when put to the Still. 


me; SONG CCXLVIII. 4: Czlia zear, &c. 
Hen yielding firſt to Damon's Flame, 


I ſunk into his Arms ; 
rail, He ſwore he'd cver be the fame, 
= Then rifled all my Charms. 


* | But, fond of what he long defir's, 


q Too eager of h's Prey, | 
Betore the Verge of Day. 
, My Innocence of Lovers Wars 
1 be, | Reprouach'd his quick Defeat 


Confusd, aſham'd, and bath'd in Tears, 
I mourn'd his cold Retreat, 
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At length, ah! Shepherdeſs, cry d he, 


Would you my Fire renew, 
You muſt, alas ! retreat like me, 
I'm loſt if you purſue. 


SON G CCXLIX. What Man, &c. 
Hat Man in his Wits had not rather 


been poor, 
Than for Lucre his Freedom to give 
Ever buſy the Means of his Life to ſecure, 
And ſo ever neglecting to live. | 
Inviron'd from Morning to Night in a Croud, 
Not a Moment unbent, or alone ; 
Conftrain'd to be abject, tho* never ſo proud, 
And at ev*ry one's Call but his own. 
Still repining, and longing for Quiet each Hour, 
Yet ftudiouſly flying it ſtill; 
With the Means of enjoying his Wiſh in his 


Power, 
But accurſt with his wanting the Will. 
For a Year muſt be paſt, or a Day muſt be come, 
Before he has Lei to reſt : 
He muſt add ta his Store this or that pretty Sum, 
And then he'll have Time to be bleſt. 


increaſc 


e 
Only ſwell the Defire of his Eye: 

Such a Wretch let mine Enemy live, if he ple:k, 
But let not mine Enemy die. 

SONG CCL. #hen Celadon, &. 
WL i Grit firſt from his Cottage d 
To court his dear 5 on a Hillock of Hay; 

What aukward * _—— 
When thus he deliver'd his n in Pain 

Oh! Joy of my Heart, and Delight of my Eye, 

Sweet Fugg, tis for thee faithful Celadbn dies 


| 
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My Pipe I've forſaken, tho“ reckon'd fo ſweet, 

And ſleeping and waking, thy Name I repeat. 

When Swains to an Ale-houſe by Force do me 

luge, 

Inftead of a Pitcher, I call for a Jugg: 

e And ſure you can't chide at repeating your Name, 
when the Nightingale every Night does the ſame, 

ther Sweet Fugg he a hundred Times o'er does repeat, 

Which makes People ſay that his Voice is ſo ſweet. 

Oh! why can you laugh at my forrowful Tale? 

Too well I'm aſſur d that my Words won't prevail. 


ud, For Roger, the Thatcher, poſſeſſes thy Breaſt, 
As he at the laſt Harveſt-Supper confeſt : 

a, I own it, fays Tee he has gotten my Heart, 
His long curling Hair is fo pretty and ſmart. 


Hour, His Eyes are ſo black, and his Cheeks are fo red, 
They prevail more with me than all you have faid : 
n his Tho? you court me, and kiſs me, and do what 


you can, | 
| Twill fignify nothing, for Roger's the Man. 


. | SONG CCL. Thv' Dangers, &c. 
Sum, Ie. vs Srangr, de Love i 

| For Fear is a Stranger, where Love is ſincere, 
e they face e'ery Danger to reſcue my Dear, 


For Fear is a Stranger, where Love is ſincere, 

Repulſes but fires us, Deſpair we deſpiſe, 

ple, I Beauty inſpire us to pant for the Prize. 
„Ec. [ Da Caps. 


SONG CCLII. Farewel, &c. 


* * Arewel, ye Hills 
ye and Valleys 
R F A Farewel, ye verdant Shades ; 
f e more t Sallies 
1 85 To Plays — Maſquerades. 
E Win Joy for Town I'll barter 
Lo” Thoſe Banks where Flowers grow, 
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What's Roſes to a Garter ? 
What's Lilies to a Beau ? 
Farewel Tom, Dick, and 
Farewel Moll, Nell, and Sue; 
No longer muſt I tarry, 
But bid ye all adieu. 
For Time I will retire, 
And amidſt the Quality, 
Where many a Knight and Squire 
Will gladly wait on me. 
Farewel, ye ſhady Bowers, 
Where Lovers often meet, 
And paſs the filent Hours 
With melting Kiſſes ſweet. 
Of all the Country Pleaſure 
I take a long Adieu ; 
For I have no more Leiſure, 
To waſte away with you. 


SON G CCLUL 7% Commons, &c. 


Had rather enjoy 
A Girl that is coy, 
Than one who is eaſy perſuaded ; 
For tho* for a while 
She ſcarcely will ſmile, 
Yet at length her Fort is invaded. 
When then ſhe's 8 
Vou doubly are bleſt, 
Tho from Pleaſure a while you're conſin d; 
The Heart is on fire 


With zealous Deſire, 
And the Joy of a Lover refin'd. 


Her Paſſion diſown, 
And begin by Degrees to be kind, 
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so NG CCLIV. Let's be jovial, Ec. 


Olly Mortals, fill your Glaſſes, 

J Noble Deeds are done by Wine; 
Scorn the Nymph and all her Graces, 
Who'd for Love or Beauty pine? 
Look within the Bowl that's flowing, 

And a thouſand Charms you'll find, 
More than Pbillis, tho' juſt going 

In the Moment to be kind, 
Alexander hated Thinking, 

Drank about at Council-board: 
He ſubdu d the World by Drinking, 

More than by his conqu'ring Sword. 


SONG CCLV. Of al! the, &c. 


F all the Toaſts that Britain boaſts, 
9 The grim, the gent, the jolly, 
The brown, the fair, the debonair, 
There's none cry d up like Poly; 
Gh'as fir d the Town, has quite cut down 
The Opera of Roll: ; 
Co where you will, the Subject Rill 
bs pretty, pretty Polly. 
There's Madam Fauſtina Catſo, 
And eke Madam Catſoni, 
Likewiſe Signior Seneſino, 
Are tutte abandorni. 
Ha, ha, ha, ha, do re mi fa, 
Are now but Farce and Folly! 


We're raviſh'd all with toll, loll, loll, 


Aud pretty, pretty Holly. 

The Sons of Bays, in Lyric Plays, 
Sound forth her Fame in Print-o, 
And as we paſs, in Frame and Glaſs 

We ſee her Metzotinto : 


In Fy-Lane, the City Strain 


L more on ſlraĩt · lac d 2. 5 
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And all the Brights at Man's and White's 
Of nothing talk but Palhy. 
Ah! 7c Gay, thy lucky Play 
Haz the Criticks grin-a, 
They cry, tis flat, tis this, tis that, 
But let them laugh that win-a: 
I ſwear parbleu, tis naif and new, 
Ill Nature is but Folly, 
*Thas lent a Stitch to Rent of Rich, 
And ſct up Madam Pel/y. | 
Ah! tuneful Fair, beware, beware, | 
Nor toy with Star and Garter; | 
Fine Cloaths may hide a foul Inſide, 
And you may catch a Tartar. 
If powder'd Fop blow up your Shop, 
"Twill make you melanchcly, 
Then left to rot, you'll die forgot, 
Alas! alas! poor Polhy. 


SONG CCLVI. The benny, &c. 


ET joy alone take place, and Mufick 
ound, 

To celebrate the Day conform the Voice; 
Tien let the Bridegroom's Health and Bride's gp 
round, 8 

And every merry Lad and Lats rejoĩce: 
Each take the Glaſs in Hand, ond toaſt the Fair, 

Until her Name ſhall make the Bowl divine: 
Drink, tis but in hope to baniſh Care, 

But loſe not all your Praiſes in her Wine. 
Let jolly Bacchus round the Table go, 

For he the Prologue is to Cupid's Flame 3 
Where Claret and good Sherry freely flow 

Youth fires, aud it warms the frozen Dame. 
Let no Man think to flinch, but fill each Glaſs, 

For Drinking oniy can augment Delight; 
Nor ſhall the fair Bride nor Bridegroom paſs, 

For Barchus now prepares them for the Night, 
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L-+ Health and Wealth, indulgent Happineſs, 
For ever on this new-made Pair attend; 
Let each in mutual Love the other bleſs, 
So may their Joys tranſporting never end 2 
Let ſomething be * = _ 
And pour t ev'ry a Joy; 
Each debe finding that for which they ſtrove, 
At every nine Months End a thumping Boy. 


SON G CCLVII. Gently touch, &c. 


Hilſt you jant it up and down, 
Thro' the noiſy reſtleſa Town, 

Viewing Faſhions, ſtudying Man, 

Still a Here-and-there-1ar ; 

Or at Plays admiring fit 

ien prodigious Wit. 

How d'ye think my Hours I ſpend ? 

Fincy thus, poor Country Friend, 

With freſh Air and Exerciſe, 

Driving far Diſeaſe and Vice, 

Lull's at Night with calm Repoſe, 
What your City little knows. 

Nothing interrupts my Eaſe, 

Bit I riſe whene'er I pleaſe; 

Carelef; dreſæ, and plainly feed, 

In the Grove I walk and read ; 


With eaſy Pad I take the Air, 


Now and then I courſe the Harc. 
Cleanly Pbillis ſets my Salt, 
Truſty Roger brews my Malt ; 
Chearful Neighbours at my Call, 
When diſpos d, to chat withal 8 
Thus unknown to Fame and Strife, 
Stealing thro* the Vale of Life. 


SON G CCLVIII. Czlia, my dearef, 


LY me not, Silvia 3 why do yeu fly me | 
Hear me, fair Siva, 
Tho' you deny me: 
N 2 
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You're all my Treaſure, 
You're all my Joy, and all my Care. 
Pity my Anguiſh; 
See how I languiſh, 
See how I languiſh, ah! cruel Fair! 
Smile then and heal me, 
Or frown and kill me, 
For Death is better than Deſpair. 


SONG CCLIX. "Twas within, ke. 


Charming cunning Man! chou haſt bern 
wond”rous kind, 


And all thy golden Words do now prove true, I 
find ; 


* 

Ten thouſand Tranſports Wait, 

To crown my happy Fate, 
Thus kiſs' d, and preſt, 
And doubly bleſt, 

New Scenes of ] 

Which fill me Ls Gro 8 
My Rock and Reel, 
And Spinning-Wheei, 

And Huſband I deſpiſe : 


buckle too, 


SONG CCLX. When I wa, &c. 


Ine Ladies with an artful Grace, 
Diſguiſe each native Feature, 
Whilſt flatt' ring Glaſſes ſhew the Face, 
to un Fog. y nv wh G 
we in of rey, 
freſh, and ſweeter far than they 
Thar gill are finely painted, 
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SON G CCLXI. Gently touch, &e. 


Air Silena, Queen of Lore, 
Deign to hear the captiv'd Swain, 

All he acts or ſays approve, 

Str ve to mitigate his Pain: 
Ir ſoſt Tranſports meet the y; 
Mmually diffolve in Joy. 
Sweeteſt Slumbers will compoſe, 

Love ſhall animate the Wholc; 
Each bleſt Minute that we loſe, 

Only robs our ſofter Soul: 
Fondly then let us embrace, 


'2 Os ſhall then unite, 

— ol Graces too ſhall join; 
Melting Raptures crown the Night, 
Make the Pleafore all divine : 

Tranquil Extaſies confeſs, 

All is Tranſport, all is Blifs. 
SONG CCLXII. Dainty Davy. 
Y Drinking drive dull Care away, 

Be briſk and airy, 
Never vary, 
In your Tempers, but be gay: 
Let Mirth know no Ceſſation. 
We all were born (Mankind agree) 
From dull Reflection to be free, 
But he that drinks not, cannot be: 
Then anſwer your Creation. 
When Cupid wounds, grave Hymen heals, 
Then all our Whining, 
_ Wiſhing, Striving, 
To embrace what Beauty yields, 
Is lift when in Poſſeſſion; 
But Bacchus ſends ſuch Treaſure forth, 
Pofleſſon never palls its Worth, 
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We wiſh'd for't from our Birth, 
And for ever wiſh-on. 
All Malice here is flung aſide, 
Each take his Glaſs, 
No Healths do paſs, 
Nor Party Feuds here e'er abide, 
They ncught but Ill occafion ; 
We only meet to celebrate 
The Day which brought us to this State, 
But not to curſe, nor yet to hate 
The Hour of our Creation, 


SONG CCLXIII. Maiden, frefs, Kr. 


Aiden, freſh as a Roſe, 

Young, buxom, and full of Jallire; 
no Spouſe among Beaus 

Fond of their raking Quality : 
He who wears a long Buſh, 

All powder'd down from his Pericrane, 
And with his Noſe fall of Saab, 

Snuffles out Love in a merry Vein. 
Who to Dames of high Place 


Parrot too 3 
Yer with Doxies a Brace, 


At Night pigs in a Garret too: 
Patrimony out-run, 

To a fine Shew to carry thee. 
Plainly, Friend, thou'rt undone, 

If ſuch a Creature marry thee. 
Then for Fear of a Bride, 

Of flattering Noiſe and Vanity, 
Yoke 2 Lad of our Tribe, 

He'll ſhew the beſt Humanity: 


 Flaſhy thou wilt find Love, 


In civil as well as ſecular ; 
But when the Spirit doth move, 
We have a Gift particular. 


Tho our Graveneſs is Pride, 


1 1452 


"TH 


_— 


The NiGAaTINCALE. 223 
He that gets a good Bride, 


Can jump when he's to generate ; 
Off then goes the Diſguiſe, . 

To Bed in his Arms he'll carry thee 
Then to be happy and wiſe, 

Take Na and Nay to marry thee, 


SON G CCLXIV. Ob! my Treaſure. 


HI my Treaſure, 
Crown my Pleaſure, 

Let this be the happy Night ; 
Bleſs, oh! bleſs me, 
Kindly pre's me, 

Let me die with dear Delight, 

With dear Delight. 
Leave this Trembling, 
And Diſſembling, 

Lay aſide all Female Art; 
Love's ſoft Pleature, 
Beyond Meaſure, 

Will attone for all its Smart, 


SONG CCLXV. Margaret': GH. 


Was at the filent midnight Hour, 
When all were faſt aſleep : 

In glided Marg'ret's grimly Ghoſt, 
And ſtood at William's Feet. 

Her Face was like an April Morn, 
Clad in a wint'ry Cloud ; 

And Clay-cold was her Lily Hand, 
That held her ſable Shroud. 

So ſhall the faireſt Face appear, 

When Youth and Years are flown ; 
Such is the Robe that Kings muſt wear, 
When Death has reft their Crown. 
Her Bloom was like the ſpringing Flower, 

That fips the filver 85. 
The Roſe was budded in her Cheek, 
Juſt op'ning to the View. 
N 4 
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But Love had like the Canker-worm, 


Conſum'd her carly Pr.me : 

The Rot grew pale, and left her Cheek: 
She &r'd bef-re her Time. 

Awake, ſhe cry'd, thy True-love calls, 
Come from her m.dnight Grave: 

Now let thy Pity hear the Maid, 
Tir Love refus'd to fave, 

This is the dumb and dreary Hour, 
When .:.jur'd Ghoſts complain 

Nou vavning Grave give up their Dead, 
To haunt the taith:.-1s en. 

Beth nx thee , William, of thy Fault, 
Thy Pirdge, and b--ken Oath 3 

And five me back my maiden Vow, 
And gu me bac}. my Te th. 

Wh did you prom:ſe Love to me, 
a Ant that Promiſe keep ? 

ny dd you ſwear my Eyes were bright, 

Yet leave thoſr Eyes to werp ? 

Hcw could you ſoy wy F was fair, 
And vet that Face k.? 

How eou'ld you win my Y ein Heart, 
Yet leave that Heart to break? 

Why did you ſer my L'ps were ſweet, 
And made the Scarlet pale ? 

Ard why did I, young w.tleſs Maid, 
Believe the flatt'ring Tale ? 

That Face, alas! no more fair, 
Thoſe Lips no longer red; 

Dark ore mv Fre , new clos'd in Death, 
And ev'ty Cha. m is fled. 

The hungry Worm my Siſier is, 
Th « Wird ng ſheet | wear; 

Ard culd and dreary laſts ur Night, 
Till that laſt Morn appear. 


But k21k ! the Cock has warn'd me hence ! 
A long and laſt Adieu! 


Come ſee, falſe Man, how low ſhe lies, 
That dy'd for Love of you. 

The Lark ſung loud, the Morning ſmil'd, 
And rais'd her glitt'ring Head : 

Pale M illiam quak d in ev'ry Limo, 
And raving left his Bed. 

He hy'd him to the fatal Place, 
Where Marg” ret's Body lay; | 

And ftretch'd him on the green Graſs Turf, 
That wrapt her breathleſs Clay. 


And thrice he call'd on Marg ret's Name, 
Ard thrice he wept full ſore ; 

Then laid his Cheek to the cold Grave, 
And Word ſpake never more. 


SONG CCLXVI. A trifling Song. 


N good King Lewis's Land, 

In a City of high Degree, 

e liv'd a Dyer grand, 
And a very good Dyer was he: 

This Dyer was marricd forſooth, 
And married in truth was he, 

Toa Maid in the Blocm of her Youth ; 
And ſhe gave him ſome Jealouſy. 


In win bod he ſought to diſcover 
What he little deſir'd to ſee 3 
Never dreaming his Wife had a Lover, 
Of Monkev-fac'd Monſieur I Abbe. 
He thought cf a politick Way, 
To bring all the Matter to Light, 
By h's feigning a Journey one Day, 
Ard ty lying in Ambuſh at Night. 
The Horſes were brought to the Door, 
v'ry Sign cf a Journey appears; 
Whilſt his Wife * Gftembling Whore) 
Was bedew'd in her Crocodile Tears. 
A thouſand Grimaces ſhe made, 
To fhew forth her Orief at his Parting : 
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But that was the Trick of the Jade, 
An regardleſs as old Womens Farting, 


The Dyer was now ont of Sight, 

And prepar'd to diſcover the Treaſem; 
You will find he was much in the right, 

And I'm going to tell you the Reaſon. 
The Wife was no ſooner alone, 

But ſhe ſent for her Father Confeſſur, 
He put his beſt Pantaloons on, 

And he ran like the Devil w bleſs her, 


The Damf{cl, with Smiles on her Face, 
Met the Abbot, and gave him a Kiſs; 

But no Man would have been in his Place, 
Had he known of the Jerker in Piſs, 

We now may ſuppoſe them together, 
Confefling and preſſing each other; 

Bound ſaſt in Love's Thong of Whit-leather, 
Was the reverend Catholick Brother. 


Some Hours were paſt at this Rate, 


When the Huſband, with paſſe-par - teut Keyt, 


Made no Scruple to open his Gate, 
And caught napping the Hog in his Peas, 
Father Abbot, quoth he, (without Paſſion) 
Is this your Church Way of Confeſſion ? 
Altho' *tis a Thing much in Faſhion, 
It is nevertheleſs a Tranſgreſſion. 
The Abbot, as you may believe, 
Had but little to ſay for himſelf ; 
He knew well what he ought to receive, 
For his being ſo errant an Elf: 
His Clothes he got on with all Speed, 
And conducted he was by the Dyer, 
To be duck'd (as you after may read) 
And be cool d from his amorous Fire. 
Quoth the Dyer, Moſt reverend Father, 
Since I find you're ſo hot upon Wenching, 
I have gather'd my Servants together, 
To give you a Taſte of our Drenching. 
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Here, — Tom, Harry, , and Dick? 

Take the Abbot, him, and douſe him, 
They obey d in that very ſame Nick, 

To the Dye-vat they take him, and ſouſe him. 
To behold what a Figure he made, 

Such a Monſter there never was cen ; 
"Twas enough to make Satan afraid, 

He was colour d all over with Green. 
The Dyer had Pleaſure enough, 

When he thought how he dy d him for Life: 
'Twas much better than uſing him rough, 

Since he only had lain with his Wife. 
The Abbot was led to the Door, 

And he took to his Heels in a trice ; 
Never looking behind or before ; 

It was not a Time to be nice. 
Tis reported by ſome of his Neighbours, 

That he did not diſcover, till Morning, 
The excellent Fruits of his Labours, 

Nor the Colour he had for his Horning. 


But, good lack! when he came to the Glaſs, 
And beheld ſuch a ſtrange Alteration, 
He was dy'd of the Colour of Graſs, 
And had lik'd to have dy'd with Vexation, 
As this Stain can be never got out, 
And the Abbot muſt loſe the Church-fleece, 
Let him bear the Diſgrace (like a Lout) | 
To be ſhewn for a Penny a-piece, 


SON G CCLXVIL. Fleck: are, Kc. 
1 1 if | = D | . | 
Warblins Linnets — 5 
oy and Pleaſure, without Meaſure, 


— ay Sound 
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SONG CCLXVIII. The Deceiver. 


Ith tuneful Pipe and merry Glee, 
Young Jocky * won my Heart; 
A blyther Loon you ne'er did fee, 
All Beauty without Art : | 
His ſoothing Tale d'd ſoon prevail, 
To gain my fond Belief: 
But now the Swain roves o'er the Plain, 0 
And leaves me full of Grief. | $ 


n V 
0 


The Lats _— ocky 
And Jemmy's left alone. | 
In — ſure ne er was ſeen 5 
A Loon that gave ſuch Pain 3 
9 — wooes and ſtill purſues, a 
does all obtain. To 
Dat fon 5 be buck pins the Mid Js 
way the Loon does run ; 
Ang "hardly will afford a Kiſs M 
To filly me undone. 
Bonny Molly, Maggie, Dolly, © | 
Avoid my roving Swain 
His wily Tongue beſure you ſhun, 
Left you like me complain. 


SONG CCLXIX. 2 Commons, xt. 


ET Matters of State 
Diſquiet the Great, 
The Cobler has nought to perplex him; 
H*has nought but his Wife, 
To ruffle his Life, 
And her he can ſtrap if the vex him, 


He's out of the Pow'r OY 

Of Fortune that Whore, 299 

Since, low as he can be, ſhe's thruſt him: | 
From Duns he's ſecure, : 

For being ſo poor, | 

There's none n 


Celia no more then muſt be obey d, 
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SONG CCLXX. Ceaſe to, &c. 


Eaſe to perſuade, nor ſay you love ſincerely, 
When you've betray'd, you'll treat me 
ſeverely, 

And fly what once you did purſue ! ] *% 
Happy's the Fair who ne'er believes you, | 
Who gives Deſpair, or elſe deceives you, 

Or learns Inconſtancy from you. [ Da Cape. 


SONG CCLXXI. In the pleaſant, &c. 


ILL the Linnet fly the Snare, 
When tempted by a plcafing Bait? 
And the Voice enchants her Ear, 
Of her long-loſt warbling Mate '3 
Will the Woman c er deſpiſe, 
The Sight which charms her Eyes ? 

Or de ſo far unwiſe, 

To caſt away Gold, her Virtue to hold? 
If ſuch a Thing is done, | 
The Fair who can't be won, 

May ſurely retrieve all we loſt by Dame Ems, 

And at Court may die a Nun. 


SONG CCLXXII. Hark! how, &c. 


Ark ! how the Trumpet ſounds to Battle! 
Hark ! how the thund'ring Cannons 
rattle ! 

Cruel Ambition now calls me away, | 
While I have ten thouſand ſoft Things to ſay: 

While Honour alarms me, | | 

Young Cupid diſarms me, | 

And Czlia ſo charms me, | 

I cannot away. | 


Hark again, Honour calls me to Arms! 
Hark! how the Trumpet ſweetly charms ! 
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The Thoughts of Promotion 
Inſpire ſuch a Notion 
Of Czlia's Devotion, 
I'm no more afraid. 
Guard her for me, celeſtial Powers, 
Ye Gods, bleſs the Nymph with happy, {cf 
Hours ; : 
Oh! may ſhe ever to love me incline ! 
Such lovely Perſections I cannot reſign, 
Firm Conſtancy grant her, 
My true Love ſhall haunt her, 
My Soul cannot want her, 
She's all fo divine. 


S oN G CCLXXII. Abt of — 


Canterbury. 


Sing of Diſcords that happen' d of late, 
Of ſtrange Revolutions, but not in the 
State; 
How old England grew fond of old Tunes of her 
own, 
And our Ballads went up, and our Opera's down. 
Derry denon, down, bey derry di aon. 
Our Op'ra's, I fay ; for with our Exgliſb Money, 
We have paid fur the Trills of Signora Cum; 
Nor yet had I ly'd, had I ſaid Senefins = 
Has got a brave Spill of our good ready Rhino. 
Derry dewn, &c. 
They ſtill pick our Pockets, and fear no Alam, 
For they thought their Sorata's for ever woud 
charm ; 
But the bold Gay he ſoon made it aper, 
That the — wg hed ont the wrong Sow U 
the Ear, 
Derry dewn, &c. 
For, nobly reſoly'd, their due Diſtance to teat 


em, = 
He let forth his Canary Birds, Leckit and Pu- Ne 
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With theſe and their Mates put em clean to the 
Rout, 


| And out-ſung them all, for he ſung them all out. 


o teach 


Derry down, 8c. 
Xo Quarter they found, no, nor Time to take 
Breath, 
He ply d them ſo hard with the mighty Macke 
beath ; 
But Captain Mac! *heath did not quite do his 
Du 
He ſcar'd . but let them go off with their 
Booty. 
Derry d:wwn, &c. 
And if ever they dare to engage us agen 
My Life on't, they'll find we are il the beſt 


Men ; 


' Proud Rome muſt knock under to fair Londen 


City, 
And Karbe of the Road prove too hard for 
Bandit i. 
Derry dun, &c. 
No more with a lange A Audience ſurrounded, 
Their Cremena's unte f d, th-ir Voices dumb- 
f nded 5 


| They let d. p 1 Fright al, heir lofty Pretences, 
| And are out cf th-'r Wits to f Ad us in cur Senſes. 


Derry daun, & c 
Now the Bone is remov d, their Content. ons may 


ceaſe, 
Ard their long Civil Wars end at ſaſt in Peace. 
Now 1 jealous Queen be the other's drar 


And Fauftin ſhake Hands with her Rival Cuz- 
Z:ni, 
Der deen, &c. 
Tho' this Union, I doubt, would bring litt 
Relief, 


Peach. | Are they ill muſt remember, with Heart 


Grief, 
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How hard *twas to leave an unfortunate Land, 

To fing nothing at all but what all underſtand. 
Derry down, &c. 

We 3 'em their Paſs, and the vagabon- 


hrong, 
Now without Lett or Hindrance may jig it 
-—axky + fog" by Ir Gone i Frans, 
e pip'd long enough, tis high Time 
N88 they ſhould dance. n 


Derry down, &c. 
And what farther remains, but to wiſh them 


To the Doge, the Grand Duke, or the old 
Pope of Rome, 
They are gone: Let em go, we ſhall fee em no 


more 
And fo — to Bravo, and farewel to Encers. 
Derry dæcun, &c. 


SONG CCLXXIV. Chloe, my, Er. 


HLox, my fair Deſpiſer, 
C Take Warning, and be wiſer, 
or more refuſe me: 
If I ſhould change my Mind, 
And ſhould ſome Charmer find 
That Pity may make kind, 
You might loſe me. 
Too long to light a Lover's Pain, 
Shews but the Folly of the Mind, 
*Tis difficult to hold Love's Rein, 4% 
When thoſe that hold them are unkind : 
mike file, 2d kindhy flip the Rein, 
t ſmile, the 
Nor hold their Hands, 222 too much, 
O'er all the World a Conqueſt gain. 
Smile, my Fair, and take the Prize, 
My Heart is yet your Right, 
Love waits Orders from thoſe Eyes, 
To tay, or take his Flight, 


— —ͤ — 
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| | SONG CCLXXV. Hark, bark, &c. 


Ark, hark on ev'ry Spray, 
* H The _— hrong, 
In gratefu 0 
* | Salute and Hail the new-born Day. 
r Why fit we ſo mute, when _ Linnets ſine, 
And warbling Ph: lomei ſalutes the Spring? 
Why fit we fad when Phy ſhines ſo clbar, 
her: | And laviſh Nature paints the purple Year ? 
| Revive, revive, like Birds be gay, 
on To-morrow's Light 
May prove our Night, 
— | Then let's enjoy the preſemt Day. 


mo SONG CCLXXVI. Your Attempts, &c. 


| Our Attempts are in vain, 
Y I find you purſue me, 
For what would undo me, 
Pray Shepherd refrain ; 
It 1 ſhould believe you, 
| And think you a Lover, 
True Man would deceive me, 
And ſuon grow a Rover, 
Such Love 1 diſdain. 
You fay, you'll watch while I ſhall play, 
And guard my Treafure Night and Day ; 
Ala: ! too well I fee 
Thro? all your Wiles 
And flatVring Smiles, 
You ſoon would rob me ot my Liberty. 
All your Whining, 
And your Pining, 
Nerer will to Love perſuade, 
Love that once was worth poli.-ſiing, 
| Tiy Heroe's ſor, the Shephere*. Bleming, 
Now is grown an 2rttÞ! Trade. 


O 
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SONG CCLXXVII. Cupid, Gr. 


Uy1d once in Search of Prey, 
Thought my Reaſon gone aftray, 


rom his Quiver choſe a Dart, 
Soon he drew it to the Head, 
And thus ſmiling to me faid : 
Tr:yror, now have at thy Heart. 
O how pleas'd the Chit was grown, 
With the Thoughts I was his own, 

But, alas! I feign'd the Smart. | 
When the God perceiv'd the Sham, 
And that he had loſt his Aim, 

In a Paſſion thus he ſwore : | 
Farewel Quiver, fartwel Bow, | 
From this very T:'me 1 vow, 

Never will I uſe you more. 


SON G CCLXXVHI. e is, be. | 
HO is Sizvia ? what is the, = 
That all our Swains commend her? 
Holy, fair, and wile is the, A 

The Heavens ſuch Grace did lend her, 
That ſhe might admired be. 


Is ſhe kind as ſhe is fair, L 
For Beauty dwells with Kindneſ: ? | 
Love does to her Eyes repair, | 
To help him of his Blindneſs, | 
And being help'd inhabits there. 
Then to Silvia let us fing, 
That Sikr:a is excelling; 
She exce!s all mortal Things 
Upon the dull Earth dwelling : þ 
To her let us Garland: bring. 


SONG CCLXXIX. Lore and, l. 


Ove and Beauty, young and gay, 
Thra* my Eyes did force their Way, T 
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And my Heart their Captive made : 
Beauty with my Heart is fled, 
Cruel Love ddes ſtill remain, 
To increaſe my raging Pain. 
But when my Heart returns again, 
As ſoon it will, 
Being us d but ill, 
By Beauty's proud tyrannick Reign ; 
Then from its Slavery ſhall it reft, 
And cruel Love drive from my Breaſt. 


Heart again reſume thy Throne, 

Since the Phantoms both are flown, 
Herz in Peace, maintain thy Pow'r, 
Nor think of Love, nor Beauty mores 


SON G CCLXXX. Importundte, &c. 
Mportunate Love be gone, 
My Heart you no more ſhall have, 
With Freedom and Eaſe 
My Senſes I'll pleaſe, 
And never be more thy Slave. 
With whining and pini 
A Lover muſt — his "Sp 
Profeſſing 
No Bleſſing 
Like gaining the fair One's Heart, 
Which once in poſſeſſing, 
Like other: confeffing, 
He ſoon will be ready to part. 


But he that the Grapo is careſſing, 
Will always find a true Blefling, 


For that never cloys, 
But ripens his Joys, 
And makes him look frolick and gay: 
Then fill up your Glaſs, 
And round let it paſs, 
Ard thus to the God you will ſay. 


Importunate Love be gone, 
Quiver is now in vain, ©: 
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With Freedom and Eaſe 
My Senſes I'll pleaſe, 
And ne er be in Love again. 


SONG CCLXXXI. Foolifh Prater, xc. 


iſh Prater, what doſt thou 

So early at my Wifldow do 
With thy tuneleſs Serenade? 
Well't had been, had Tereut made 
Thee dumb as Phitomel, 
There his Knife had done but well. 
In thy undiſcover'd Neſt 
Thou doſt all the Winter reſt, | 
And dreameſt on thy Summer Toys, 
Free from the ſtormy Seaſon's Noiſe, 
Free from the Ill thou'ſt done to me; 
Who diſturbs or ſeeks out thee ? 
Hadſt thou all the charming Notes 
Of the Wocd's poetick Throats, 
All thy Art could never pay 
What thou'ſt ta'en from me away. 
Cruel Bird, thou'ſt ta en away 
A Dream out of my Arms, to Day ; 
A Dream that ne'er muſt equall'd be 
By all that naked Eyes may ſee, 
Thou, th s Damage to repair, 
Nothing half ſo ſweet ot fur, 
Nothing half fo good canſt bring, 
 Tho' Men fay thou bring' the Spring, 


SONG CCLXXXIL Of: I'm by, lt. 


Whether I grow old or no, 

By th* Effects I do not know. 

This I know without being told, 

"Tis Time to live, if I grow old; 
Tis Time hort Pleaſures now to take, 
Of little Life the beſt to make, 
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$ON G CCLXXXII. When, &c. 
Hen Strephon to Che made Love his 


Pretence, 
"Twas all but a Sham, his chief Aim was her 
Pence, paſs, 
For Twelve Thouſand Pounds the fly a? did 
And he topp'd as much with an impudent Face, 
And thus for a while they lay both on the Catch, 
Till « _ they conſulted, and ſtruck up a 
atch : 


But ſoon to their Loſs, for all their deep Wit, 
He found himſelf trapp'd, and ſhe found herſelf bit. 
Such _ 's a Banter, the Wiſe make no 
Ard thoſe that get in, would be glad to get out 3 
*Twas ever confeſt, fince the World firſt began, 
Your Fortunes are Bites, ſo bite as bite can. 
Soldier and Citizen, Lawyer and Squire, 
Both Sexes for = each other admire ; 
All ſpread out their Snares, in hopes to trapan, 
The World's all a Cheat, and fo cheat as cheat 
can. 


SONG CCLXXXIV. How, court, &c, 


OW, court Dorinda who the Devil 
Wou' d ever prove ſo tame a Sot ? 
you're kind, then ſhe's uncivil, 
When you would love, then ſhe will got. 
To contradict is all her Pleaſure, 
—_ _ ; 
er Modeſty, that boaſted Treaſure, 
I to give herſelf the Lie-. 
Then ne er, miſtaken Youth, ſtand doating 
On Woman for her Beauty's Sake; 
Nor for a filly Prize lie plotting, 
Which ſhe'll not give, but you muſt take, 
Summon out all the Pow rs within her, 
Then boldly puſh, — 
3 
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You'll find the ſureſt Way to win her, 
Is to engage with Sword in Hand. 


SONG CCLXXXV. Why art, &ec. 


HY art thou dreſt, my lovely Maid ! 
In Gold, and Gems, and rich Brocade, 

When Gold, and Gems, and rich Biocade, 
Conceal thy Charms, my lovely Maid! 

Why ſpend ſt thou all this Time and Care, 

To form thy Shape, to fold thy Hair ? 

Thy Shape unbrac'd, thy flowing Hair, 

More beauteous are without thy Care, 

Wou dſt thou, indeed, be finely dreſt? 
Put by this Robe which hides thy Breaſt; 
Unb:nd thy Hair, and bare thy Breaſt, 
Thcu art, my Charmer! finely dreſt. 
Remove theſe Veſtments all away, 

Which Ike dark Clouds obſcure the Day: 
O lit ch m nct obſcure the Day 
Remove them all, mv Fair away. 

Then ſh:ning f.rth ↄdorn'd with Charms, 
Ah! let me fold thee in my Arms 
Tranſported, fold thee in my Arms! 

And gaze and wonder at thy Charms. 


SONG CCLXXXVI. While in, ke. 


Hile in the Bow'r, with E-auty bleſh 
The lov'd inter lies; 


While finking on Zelinde's Breaft, 


He fonely, fondly, kifs'd her Eyesg 
He fendly, fondly, kiſs'd her Eyes : 
A wak'ng Night'»cale, who long 
Had mourn'd within the Shade, 
Sweetly renew'd her plaittive Song, 
And warbicd, warbled, thro' the Glade; 
And warbled, warbled, warbled, thro' the 
: Olade. 
NMelodious Songfreſs, cryd the Swain, 
To Shades leis happy o ; 
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Or, if with us thou wilt remain, 
Forbear, ſorbear, thy tuneful Woe ; 
Forbear, forbear, forbear, thy tuneful Woes, 
While in Z-7nda's Arms I lie, 
To Song I am not free; 
©: her ſoft Boſom while 1 ſigh, 
I Diſcord, Diſcord, find in thee ; 
1 Diſcord, Diſcord, Diſcord, find in thee, 
Z:nda gives me perfect Joys; 
Then ceaſe thy fond Intruſion: 
Be filent ; Muſick now is Noite, 
Variety, Variety, Confuſion ; 
Varie — ty, Confuſion. 


SONG CCLXXXVII. The Greves, &. 


HE Groves, the Plains, 
The Nymphs, and Swains, 
Tr.: filver Streams, and cooling Shade, 
All, all, declare 
How falſe you are, 
Her many Hcarts you have betray- & 
Diiſembler, go, 
Too well 1 know 
Tour fatal, falſe, deluding Art;; 
To ev*ry She, 
A: well as me, 
You make an Off ring of your Heart. 


SONG CCLXXXVIII. Farezel, æc. 
Arewel, thou falſe Pbilander, 


Since now from me you rove z- 
Ard leave me here to wander, 
No more to think of Love: 


I muſt for ever languiſh, 


I muſt for ever mourn : 
From Love I now am baniſh'd, 
And ſhall no more return. 
Pirewel, deceitful Traitor, 
Farewel, thou perjur's Swiing z 
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Let never injur d Creature 
Believe your Vows again: 

The Paſſion you 
Was to obtain z 

For now the Charm is ended, 
The Charmer you diſdain. 


SONG CCLXXXIX. Gontly touch, xc. 


Ently touch the warbling Lyre, 
Chhe ſeems inclin'd to Reſt ; 
her Soul with fond Deſire, 
Softeſt Notes will ſooth her Breaft : 
Pleafing Dreams aſſiſt in Love; 
Let them all propitious prove. 


On the moſſy Bank ſhe lies, 

(Nature's verdant Velvet Bed,) 

Beauteous Flowers meet her Eyes, 
Forming Pillows for her Head : 

Zephyrs waft their Odours round, 

And indulging W hiſpers ſound. 

SONG CCXC. Come all ye, &. 


„ all ye Youths, wheſe Heart o'er Ul 
\By eruel Beauty's Pride 3 
each a Garland on his Head, 
none his Sorrows hide; 
But Hand in Hand around me move, 
3 
hen your aints ye join, 

I all 22 equal mine. 
en | 
My Heart no Sorrows knew; 
Pity the Pain with which I die, 

But aſk not whence it grew. 
Yet if a tempting Fair you find, 
That's very lovely, very kind, 
Tho? as Heaven, whoſe Stamp the bean, 
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SONG Ccœxcl. From Place, &c. 
Rom Place to Place forlorn I go, 
With downeaft Eyes, a filent Shade; 
Forbidden to declare my Woe ; 
To ſpeak, *till ſpoken to, afraid. 
My inward Pang, my fecret Grief, 
My ſoft conſenting Looks bet 
He loves, but gives me no R 
Why ſpeaks not he who may 2 


SONG CCXCII. Stella, Darling, &c. 


TI IIA, Darling of the Muſes, 
Fairer than the blooming Spring; 
Sweeteſt Theme the Poet chuſcs, 
When of thee he ſtrives to fing : 
While my Soul with Wonder traces 
All thy Charms of Face and Mind ; 
All ** — all the Graces 
e Sex in thee I find. 
pan 5. and Admiration, 
K my Breaft alternate riſe; 
Words no more can paint my 
Than the Pencil can thy Eyes: 
Laviſh Nature, thee adorning, 
O'er thy Lips and Cheeks hath ſpread 
Colours, that can ſhame the Morning, 
Smiling with Celeſtial Red. 
Could the Gods, in bleſt Condition, 
Ought on Earth with Envy view, 
Lovely S:c!/a, their Ambition 
Would be to reſemble you. 


SONG CCXCLIL. I Chloris, &c. 


N Cloris all ſoft Charms agree, 
Delightful Humour, pow'rful Wit, 
ty from AfﬀeQation free, 

And for eternal Impire fit. 
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Where er ſhe goes, Love waits her Eyes, 
The Women envy, Men adore ; 

And wou'd ſhe leſs the Triumph prize, 
She wou'd deſerve the Conqueſt more. 


SONG CCXCIV. Hafte, haſte, &c. 
Aſte, hafte, dear Youth, and tell the Far 


My Love-fick Soul is all Deſpair : 
Sigh to her — that ſhe may 
Accept the Offering I'll her pay: 
For oh ! *tis better not to be, 
Than thus to live in Miſery. 


If ſhe frowns, then ſhalt thou be 
Biniſh'd from Love for wounding me; 
But if ſhe ſmiles, then I will raiſe 
Arches triumphant to your Praiſe : 
And all my future Days ſhall be 

Like an eternal Extaſy. 


SONG CCXCV. Sighs, &c. 


Ighs and Storms invade my Breaft, 
8 Cruel Love admits no Reſt. 
Flora's unkind, and that's my Grief ; 
Grant me, Fl:ra, ſome Relief ; 

Still I love, but do deſpair, 

Cruel Flora, cruel Fair. 

Flora's falſe, ſhe is not true, 

Yet I muſt my Fair purſue, 

Will not Sighs nor Tears prevail ? 
Lovely Flora, then farewel 
Farewel, Lore, I know my Doom, 
Fil go haſten to my Tomb. 


SONG CCXCVI 1 Gods, &c. 


E Gods, that round fair Celia wait, 


To bring from her bright Eyes our Fate; 


Go tell the Nymph in ſofteſt Sighs, 
And tell her, her Adorcr dies, 
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But if that won't her Pity move, 
And ſhe proud Thing diſdain my Love; 
Then let her know, tis all a Lie, 

For haughty Strepbon ſcorns to die. 


. | SONG CCXCVII. Down in, &c. 
ar Own in the North Country, 
As ancient Reports do tell, 
There lies a famous Country Town, 
Some call it Merry Maleßeld: 
' And in this Country Town 
A Farmer there did dwell, 
Whoſe Daughter would to Market go, 
Her Treafure for to ſell. 


As ſhe was travelling along, 
Over Hills and Mountains high, 
It was her Chance to loſe her Way, 
- Where a Shepherd ſhe did fpy. 
O Shepherd ! O Shepherd ! quoth ſhe, 
Many Days to you God ſend, 
Im a Maid, and ſhall be undone, 
Unleſs you ſtand my Friend. 


Orer Hills and Mountains high, 
Ever ſince the Break of Day, 
I have be n tr2velling many a Mile, 
And I cannot find my Way. 
Come, fit thee dov-n by me, 
The Shepherd rep!y'd with a Smile, 
Ard I'l. how thee: 2 nearer Way 
Than this, by a full long Mile. 
| The Shepherd ſat him down, 
Thc fair Maid ſhe drew nigh, 
* He pu!!'d out his B:gpipes wond' rous ſweet, 
8 And play d melodiouſly. 
He pl.y'd her ſuch a Tune, 
Fate; That ue made this fair Maid fing, 
N O the Muſick of thy Bagpipe's ſweet, 
Makes all my Nerves to ring - 
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O O Shepherd! quoth the, 
If the Time would but permit it ; 

I pray thee now play it me over again, 
For Fear I ſhould forget it. 

He play'd it over again, 
As he had done before, : 

And gave this fair Maid much Delight, 
It pleas d her more and more. 

My Deareſt Swain, quoth ſhe, 
A thouſand times adieu: 

And if ever I chance to loſe my Way, 
To find it, I'll come to you. 


SONG CCXCVIII. Cynthia fromm xc. 


Yx TH1aA frowns whene'er I wooe her, 
C Yet ſhe's vex d if I give over: 
uch ſhe fears I ſhould undo her, 
But much more to loſe her Lover. 
Thus in doubting, the refuſes, 
And not winning thus the loſes. 
Prithee, Cynthia, look behind you, 
Age and Wrinkles will o'ertake you, 
Then too late Defire will find you, 
When the Power does forſake you. 
Think, oh! think; oh! fad Condition, 
To be paſt, yet wiſh Fruition ! 


SONG CCXCIX. Celebrate, &c. 
Elebrate this Feſtival, 
"Tis ſacred, bid the Trumpets ceaſe, 
Kindly treat Maria's Day, 
And Homage twill gepay z 
thing Bleffings on our Iſle, 

e tedious Minutes to beguile: 

Till to Maria's Arms reſtore 
Peace and her Heroe to depart no more. 


SONG CCC. When Sylvia, Cc. 

WV. Sylvia, in Bathing, her Chain 
does expoſe, 

The pretty Bouquet dancing under by Noſe j 
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My Heart is juſt ready to part from Soul, 
And leap from the Gallery into the Bowl. 
Each I provide too 
A Bribe for her Guide too, 
And gave her a Crown, 
To bring me the Water where ſhe ſat down. 
Let crazy Phyſicians think Pumping a Cure, 
That Virtue is doubtful, but Sykia is ſure. 
The Fiddlers I hire to play ſomething ſublime, 
man.” ods Goo beats the 
ime z 
She enters, they flouriſh, and ceaſe when the 
goes 
That who tis addreſs d to ſtrait ev ry one knows. 
Wou'd I were a Vermin, 
Call'd one of her Chairmen, 
Or ſerv'd as a Guide; 
Tho * as they do, a damn'd tawny 
i 
Or elſe like a Pebble at Bottom could lie, 
To ogle her Beauties, how happy were I. 


SONG CCCI. Selinda ſure's, &c. 


ELIN PDA fure's the brighteſt Thing | 
That decks the Earth, or breathes out Air, 
are her Looks like opening Spring, 
And like the blooming Summer fair, 
But then her Wit's ſo very ſmall, 
That all her Charms appear to lic, 
Like glaring Colours on a Wall, 
And firike no further than the Eye, 
Our Eyes luxuriouſly the treats, 
Our Ears are abſent from the Feaſt ; 
One Senſe is ſurfeited with Sweets, 
Starv d or diſguſted are the reſt. 
So have I ſeen with Aſpe& bright, 
And taudry Pride, a Tulip ſwell 3 
Blooming and beauteous to the Sight, 
Dull and infipid to the Smell, 


+ 
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SONG CCCII. 2, I could, &c. 


ES, I could love, if I could find 
A Miftreſs fitted to my Mind, 
neither Gold nor Pride could move, 
To change her Virtue or her Love: 
Loves for myſelf, and not for mine; 
Not City proud, nor nice and coy, 
But full of Love, and full of Joy : 


Not childiſh young, nor Beldame old, 
Not fiery hot, nor icy cold ; 

Not grav-ly wiſe to rule the State, 
Nor fool: ſh to be pointed at: 

Not woridly rich, nor baſely poor, 
Not chaſte, nor a reputed Whore : 
If ſuch an one you can diſcover, 
Pray, Sir, entitle me her Lover. 


SONG CCCIII. Bacchus is, &c. 


Accnvs is a Pow'r divine 


B For he no ſooner fills my Head 
ith mighty Wine, 


But all my Cares refign, 
And droop, and droop, and fink down dead: 

Then, then the pleafing Thoughts begin, 

And I in Riches flow, 

At leaft I fancy ſo; 
And without Thought of Want I ſing, 
Stretch'd on the Earth, my Head all around, 
With Flowers, wcav'd into a Garland, crown'd: 
Then, then I beg'n to live, 
And ſcorn what all the World can ſhow or give. 
Let the brave Fools that fondly think 

Of Honour, and delight 

To make a Noiſe, a Noiſe, and fight, 
G» ſeek out War, whilſt I ſeek P-ace, 
Whilſt 1 ſeek Peace, ſeek Peace and Drink, 
Whilſt I ſeek Peach, ſeck Peace and drink. 
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Then fill my Glaſs, fill, fill it high; 
Some perhaps think it fit to fall and die: 


Put when Bottles are rang'd, 
Make War with me, 
The fighting Fool ſhall ſce, 
When I am ſunk, 
The Difference to lic dead, 
And lie dead drunk : 
The fighting Fool, &c. 


SON G CCCIV. 7 Virgin, &c. 


E Virgin Pow'rs, defend my Heart 
From amorous Looks and Smiles; 
From ſaucy Love, or nicer Art, 
Which moſt our Sex beguiles. 
From Sighs and Vows, and awful Fears, 
T bat do to Pity move; 
From ſpeaking Silence, and from Tears, 
Thoſe Springs that water Love. 
. But if thro* Paſſion I grow blind, 
Let Honvur be my Guide; 
And when frail Nature ſeem, inclin'd, 
There place a Guard of Pride. 


An Heart, whoſe Flames are ſeen, tho' pure, 
1 Needs ev'ry Virtue's Aid; 
And the who thinks herſelf ſerure, 

The ſooneſt is betray d. 


SONG CCCV. Why ged. Kc. 
HY ſhou'd a fooliſh Marriage Vow, 


md: Which long ago was made, 
Oblige us to esch other now, 
2 When Paſſion is decay d? 


We iov'd, and we lov'd 
As long we cou'd, 
Till Love was d d out of us both 3 
But our Marria i: dead, | 
When the Pleaſuic s fled, 
Twas Pleaſure firſt made it an Oath: 
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I I have Pleaſures for a Friend, 
And further Love in Store; 
What Wrong has he whoſe Joys did end, 
And who cou'd give no more ? 
"Tis a Madneſs that he 
Shou' d be jealous of me, 
Or that I ſhou'd bar him of another; 
For all we can gain, 
Is to give ourſclves Pain, 
When neither can hinder the other. 


SONG CCCVI. My dear, &c. 


Y dear Miſtreſs has a Heart, 
Soft as theſe kind Looks ſhe gave me, 
hen with Love's reſiſtleſs Art, 
And her Eyes, ſhe did enſlave me; 
But her ncy's fo weak, 
She's ſo wild, and apt to wander, 
That my jealous Heart would break, 
Shou'd we live one Day aſunder. 


Melting Joys about her moye, 

Killing Pleaſures, wounding Bliſſes; 
She can dreſs her Eyes in Love, 

And her Lips can arm with Kiſſes : 
Angels liſten when ſhe ; 

She's my Delight, all Mankind's Wonder; 
But my jealous Heart would break, 

Shou'd we live one Day aſunder. 


tSONG CCCVII. When lovely, kt. 


Wire for honors fan hin 

ou 

*Tis then — divine * : 

T' excel the mighty Pow'r of Wine ; 

28 — and laugh ſt at my Pain, 
wi Kling C on 3 

. the Boyend the Mother, 

Aud drive out one God by the Fo r of anothis 


| But when your Falſhoods plain 
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When Pity in thy Looks I fee, 

I freely quit my Friends for thee ; 
Perſuaſive Love fo charms me then, 
My Freedom I'd not wiſh again: 


| But when thou art cruel, and heed'ſt not my Care, 


Then ftrait with a Bumper I banifh ; 
So bravely contemn both the Boy and his Mother, 
And drive out one God by the Pow r of another. 


SON G CCCVIIL May the, &c. 

AY the Ambitious ever find 
M Succeſs in Crowds and Noiſe, 
hile gentle Love does fill my Mind 
With filent real Joys. 

Knaves and Fools rich and 
od all che World Gia chem __ 
While I lie at my Nan Feet, 

And all the World deſpi 

Let conqu ring Kings new Triumphs raiſe, 
And melt in Court Delights; 

Her Eyes can give much brighter Days, 
Her Arms much ſofter Nights. 


SONG CCCIX. Czlia, 700 late, &c. 


| I now but like a Pardon ſent 


To one that's dead before. 

While at the firſt you cruel prov'd, 
And grant the Bliſs too late, 

You hindred me of one I lov'd, 
To give me one I hate. 


| Thought you innocent as fair, 


When firſt my Court I made; 


» 


My Love no longer ſtay d. 


Your Bounty of theſe Fayours ſhown, 
Whoſe Worth you firſt deface, 
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Is melting valu'd Medals down, 
And giving us the Braſs. 

O ! fince the Thing we beg's a Toy, 
That's priz'd by Love alone; 

Why cannot Women grant the Joy 
Before the Love is gone. 


SONG CCCX. The Inftrument, &c. 


HE Inftrument with which to ſing 
Romana oft my Ears did bleſs ; 
eglected now with broken String, 
Deny'd the long*d-for Happineſs. 
Till I refolv'd to loſe no Part 
Of Joy, and taught by Love the Way z 
Devoted one that ſtrung my Heart, 
Provided ſhe would fing and play. 
Then Moufick ſweeter than the Spheres, 
That from her Hanes and Lips did fall; 
My Soul ſo raviſh'd thro* my Ears, 
My Heart ne' er felt its Lofs at all. 


SONG CCCXI. $hall J, &c. 


Hall I, wafting in Defpair, 
8 De becauſe a Woman's fair ? 
Il my Ch? ks look pale with Care, 

*Cauſt auother s roſie are? 

Be ſh= fairer than the Day, 

Or the fiuw'ry Meads in May 3 

Yer f ſhe think not well of mey 

What care I how fair ſhe be! 


Shall a Woman's Goodneſs move 

Me to periſh for her Love; 

Or, her worthy Merits known, 

Make me quite forget my on? 

Be ſhe with that Goodneſs bleſt, 

As may merit Name the beft ; 
Yet if the be not fuch to me, 
What care I how good ſhe be ! 
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Be ſhe good, or kind, or fair, 

Iwill never more deſpair ; 

If ſhe love me, th.s believe, 

J will die ere ſhe ſhall grieve ; 

If ſhe flight me when I woo, 

I will ſcorn, and let her go: 
So if ſhe be not fit for me, 
What carc I for whom ſhe be. 


SONG CCCXII. Fair, &c. 


Air Amoret is gone aſtray, 
Purſue, and ſeek her, ey'ry Lover 3 
Ill tell the Signs by which you may 
The wandring Shepherdeſs diſcover, 
Coquet and coy at once her Air, 
Both ſtudy d, tho* both ſeem neglected ; 
Careleſs the is with artful Care, 
Aſfecting to ſeem unaffected. 
With Skill her Eyes dart ev'ry Glance, 
Yet change fo ſoon you'd ne'er ſuſpect em 3 
For ſhe'd perſuade they wound by Chance, 
Tho' certain Aim and Art direct them. 
She likes herſelf, yet others hates, 
For that which in herſelf ſhe prizes; 
And while the laughs at them, forgets 
She is the Thing that the deſpiſes. 


SONG CCCXIII. Where have, &c. 
W you been, my lovely Sailor 


Why will you leave me here for the Sake of 
curſed Gold ? 

What tho* my Father he is croſs, my Mother 

ſhe is kind ; 


Alas, my deareſt Nanny, with Joy I do receive, 
Jut your Father's Cheb infec did make me 
Etieve: 
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But fince your Mother's kind, your Father 1 
don't fear, 


So pray now go and fetch her, ſhe'll joy to ſee 
me here. 

You are the only Girl, dear Nanny, I adore ; 

nts nam Ray, I ſoon. muſt quit the 


Theſe Words, my deareſt Fobrny, do cut me to 
the Heart 


To-think that you are going, ſo ſoon 1 canno: 
part. 

Why will you fail the Seas, where ſtormy Wind 
do blow, 


When you may fray at Home, Love, in Safety, 
you do know ? 
Why CEE ns where ſtormy Wind 


When you may day a; Home, in Safety, Love 
with me ? 


He faid, I'm now a Servant unto the King, you 
know 


And when that he commands me, I'm forced for 


to 80 3 
W AN be not caſt doun, 


For of all other Callings, a Sailors the beſt Lad. 
She ſaid, I love a Sailor, they have the beſt af 
Hearts 


They keep us from our Enemies, and ſail to ſo- 
reign Parts ; 

They bring us Wealth from India, far to cn 
our Store ; 

And were it not for Sailors, the Land would de 
but poor. 

But yet, my deareſt Jobnry, ſo ſoon 1 cannot 


part; 
To think that you are going, cuts me to the 
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ru te all the Tadies, and bring you Treaſure 
: 


mk ny yy Fonts fr to ach a 


tore 0 
se 0 maintain us together, Love, on 
ore. a 
kifling of her coral Lips, young 
5 took his Leave, 85 N 
And left his deareſt Nanny his Abſence for to 
grieve, 
so NG CCCXIV. When firft, &c. 
Hen firſt I beheld Clarinda's Eyes, 
Love did my trembling Heart ſurprize: 
Long have 1 hugg'd my am'rous Chain, 
And long have mourn'd the fair Tyrant's Diſdain ; 
Still whining and fighing, 
And pining and dying, 


Not once bravely trying Relief to obtain. 


| Come put the clattering Glaſſes round, 


. | — 1 1s. 
* — m 
re — Mt £ hed be. | 
But whence all this Trembling ! 
A Relapſe fo reſembling ! 
in vain js diſſembling—C{arinda's the Toaſt, 


SONG CCCXV. See what, Kc. 


2 Love has made ! 
Beneath the Myrtle's amorous Shade; 


P 
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The charming fair Corinna lies, 
All melting 1 

ing in Tears t flowing E 

1 hat ſet the World on Fire. 
hat cannot Tears and Beauty do ? 

The Youth by Chance came by, and knew 

For whoin thoſe chryſtal Streams did flow 3 
And tho? be ne'er before 

To her Eyes* brighteſt Rays did bow, 
Weeps too, and does adore, 

So when = Heav*ns ſerene and clear, 

Gilded wit dy Light appear; 

Each croggy Rock, and ev'ry Stone 
Their native R:pour 

But when in Rain the Clouds fall down, 
The hardeſt Marblcs weep. 


Y Heart is ev'ry Beauty Prey, 
Aud does my Pow'r diſoun 5 
ne'er could keep it one whole Day, 
Ard now't has been ſo long away, 
1 know not where tis flown, 


But if the Fvir that find. tis Stray, 
Will kindly gfve ic Room; 
lin teach it better V bey, 
Her Care with dcuble Thugks I'll pay, 
And take the Rambler Home. 


SONG CCCXVII. The Zappief, &c: 


HE heppieſt Mortals once were we, 

1 lov'd Myra, Myra me 3 

= deſirous of the Ble ſſing, 

othing wanting but poſſeſſing 3 
lov'd Myra; Myra Bez 

The hippieſt Mortals pnee were Wes 

But 3 ante cruel Fates diſſever, 

Torn em Love, and torn for every 
ortdres end me; 


th befricad me j 


SONG CCCXYI. My Heart, e. 
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Of all Pains the greateſt Pain 
Is to love—and love in vain. 


so N G CCCXVIIL. Flights of, Kc. 
Lights of Caridt hover round me, , 
* 2 ſubtle — 1 
found the Force to wound me, 
Beauty muſt relieve my Cares. 


SONG CCCXIX. Ianthe, c. 
Ar ru the lovely, . of her Swain, 
By Ipbis was lov'd, and lov'd Jobis again; 
She liv d in the Youth, and the Youth inthe Fair, 
Their Pleaſure was equal, and equal their Care: 
No Time, no Enjoyment, their Dotage with- | 

drew 


, - [grew. 
But the longer they liv'd, till the fonder they 
A Paſſion fo alarm'd all the Plain, 
Some envy's the Nymph, but more envy'd the 
Swain: 
Some ſwore, t would be pity their Loves to invade, 
That th: Lovers alone for each other were made: 
But ail, all conſented, that none ever knew 
A Nymph yet ſo kind, or a Shepherd fo true. 
Love ſaw them with Pleaſure, and vow'd to take 
Care 
Of the faithful, the tender, the innooent Pair 3 
What either did want, he bid either to move 3 
But they wanted nothing, but ever to love: 
Said, *T'was all that to bleſs em his Godhead 
could do, 1 a 
That they fill might be kind, and they lil 
might de true, | 


SONG CCCXX. 7 . bee. 


Ell me, tell me, charming Creature, 
Will you never caſe my Pain ? 
I die for every Feature ? 
Muſt i always love ig _ ? 
| 2 
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The Deſire of Admiration 
Is the Pleaſure you purſue : 
Prithee, try a laſting n 
Such a Love as mine for you. 
Tears and Sighing could not move you, 
When I plainly gold I lov'd y 
ly 4 
Then wan 2 — 
Are ſuch giddy Ways beſeeming ? 
Will my Dear be fickle ftill ? 
is the Joy of Women, 
Let their Slaves be what they will. 
Your Neglect with Torments fills me, 
And my deſp'rate Thoughts increaſe ; 
Pray conſider, if you kill me, 
You will have a Lover leſs. 
If your wand'ring Heart is beating 
For new Lovers, let it be; 
But when you have done Coquetting, 
Name a Day, and fix on me. 


SONG CCCXXI. Myrtillo. 
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The dear N ing, 
No more 1 


A filent Grove, 


Has better Skill-o, 


_ His Moments to chuſe. 


The delightful Treaſure 
Of Love and 


SONG CCCXXI.. Jockey, c. 


Ocz and her were laid 
. 
He often did ſgh, and cry, Jen, with thee, 
My Life, tho“ in Bondage, would ſeem to be free, 
„who greatly for Fockey did burn, 
rye Sigh, and kind Language re- 
tu 


rn: 6 
There's no Pair ſo » ſo much of one Mind, 
As Jockey to Jenny, ſo Jenny's inclin d. 
Content with each other, in humble Retreat, 
They court not new Beauties, nor envy the great; 


| He'il not quit his Nymph, nor the Nymph quit 
* 


wain, 

For Pleaſures yet thought of, or Riches to gain. 

Come all you gay Courtiers, who Greathefs ad- 
mire, | : 

And thine in gilt Conches with pompous Attire, 

Rexard the true Pleaſure this Couple enjoy, 

For Pleaſures with r 

3 


| 


„ 4 


0 
| 
| 
4 
* 
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Aminta = you fair Ch/ce deſpiſe ; 
When one Nymph's undone, you another undo, 
And rambling, Fair does the fame Thing b! by 
you : 

Till Nature grows weary, decrepit, and poot, 
Not aged, but quite has exhauſted her Store: 
"Tis Jectey and Jenny enjoy the true Taſte ; 
Be — like fs and your Pleaſures wil 


SONG CCCXXIII. The Fourteenth 
F Oftobca 

E Gods! was $tr:hon's Picture pleſt 

With the Fair Heaven of Cblae's Breaſt ? 
Move ſofter, thou fund flutt'ring Heart, 
Oh ! gently throb, too fierce thou art, 
Tell me, thou brighteſt of thy Kind, 
For Strepbon was the Bliſs deſign d? 
For Strepbon's Sake, dear charming Maid, 
Didſt thou prefer his wand ring Shade ? 
And thou, bleſt Shade, that ſweetly art 

ſo near my Chle's Heart, 
For me the tender Hour im 
And ſoftly tell how dear I 
Ungrateful Thing! it ſcorns to hear 
Its wretched Maſter's ardent Prayer, 
Engroſſing all that beauteous Heaven, 
That Chke, laviſh Maid, has given. 
I a 3 I Lord 

all the Wea Breaſts afford, 

* be a Miſer too, nor give 
An Alms ta keep a God alive. 
Oh! ſmile not thus, my lovely Fair, 
On theſe cold Looks, that lifeleſs Air ; 
Prize h.m whoſe Boſom glows with Fire, 
With eager Love, and foft Deſire. 
"Tis zrue, thy Charms, O powerful Maid! 
To Life can bring the filent Shade; 
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canſt ſurpaſs the Painter's Art, 
2 impart. 
oh! it ne'er can love like me, 
ve ever lov d, and lov'd but thee: 
Then, Charmer, grant my ſond Requeſt, 
Say thou canſt love, and make me bleit. 


SON G CCCXXIV. Faretel, &c. 
Areyel to Lochaber, and farewel my Jean, 
_ here heartſome with thee I've mopy Day 
For Locke * no mare, Lecbhaber no more, { Dear, 
Theſe Tears that I ſhed, they are a' for my 
And no for the Dangers attending on Weir, 
Tho* bore on rough Seas to a far bloody Shore, 
May be yo return to Lochaber no moxe. 


Tho' Hurricanes riſe, and rife ev'ry Wind, 
dr + 1 make a Tempeſt like that in my 


Tho' loudeſt of Thunder on louder Waves roar, 
That's — like leaving my Love cn the 
S 

To leave thee behind me, my Heazt is fair pain'd, 
By Eaſe that's inglorious, no Fame can be gain'd. 
And Beauty and Love's the Reward of the Brave, 
And I muſt deſerve it before I can crave. . 


Then Glory,my Jeany, maun plead my Excuſe, 
Honour commands me, how can I refuſe 7 

Without it I neꝰ er can have Merit for thee, 
And without thy Favour I'd beter not be! 
I gae then, my Laſs, to win Honour and Fame, 
And if I ſhould luck to come gloriouſly hame, 
Ill bring a Heart tc thee with Love running o 'ery 
And then I'll leave thee and Lochaber no more. 


SQNG CCCXXV. Adonis. 
HE — Adonis being weary d with 


1 did reſort: 
+ 


— —_— - 
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He threw by his Club, and he laid himſelf 


down; 
H. envy d no Monarch, nor wiſh'd for a Crown. 


H. Jrank of the Burn, and he ate frae the Tree, 
H...1c'f he enjoy'd, and frae Trouble was free; 
He v ſu d for no Nymph, tho' never fac fair, 


Had nac Love of Ambition, and therefore nae 
Care. 


But as he ay thus in an Evening fac clear, 
A heavenly ſweet Voice ſounded alt in his 


Where bonny Amynta a ſat finging of Love. 

He wander'd that Way, and found wha was 

He was quite confounded 10 fee her ſae fair 

He ſtood like a Statue, nut a Foot cou d he 
move, 

Nor knew be what griev'd him; ; but he fear'd i 
was Love. 

The Nymph ſhe beheld him with a kind modeſt 
Grace, 

S:eing ſomething that pleas' d her appear in bis 


Face, 


With bluſhing a little ſhe to him did ſay, 


Oh Shepherd! what want ye, how came you 
this Way ? 

His $-irits reviving, he to her reply'd, 

I w+; ner ſae ſurpc.z'd at the Sight of a Maid] 

Unt! 1 bebeld thee - hk Love I was free, 

But now I'm tane c2piive, my facet, by thee. 


SONG CCCXXVI V, &c. 
\ Hen abſent from the Nymph I love, 


Ta fain ſhake off the Chains I wear; 
But whilft I ftrive theſe to remove, 


More Fetters I'm oblig'd to bear. 
My cap. vd Fancy Day and Night 
Fairer and fairer repreſents 


ſelf 
wn. 
ree, 
ej 
8 
nae 
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Belinda form'd for dear Delight, 
But cruel Cauſe of my Complaints. 
All Day I wander thro* the Groves, 
And fighing hear from ev'ry Tree 
The happy Birds chirping their Loves, 
Happy, compar d with lonely me. 
When gentle Sleep, with balmy Wings, 
To Reft fans ev ry weary'd Wight, 
A Thouſand Fears my Fancy brings, 
That keeps me watching all the Night. 
Sleep flies, while, like the Goddeſs fair, 
And all the Graces in her Train, 
With melting Smiles and killing Air, 
Appears the Cauſe of all my Pain. 
A-while my Mind delighted flies 
O'er all her Sweets with thirling Joy, 
Whilſt want of Worth makes Doubts ariſe, 
That all my trembling Hopes deſtroy. 
Thus while my Thoughts are fix'd on het 
I'm all o'er Tranſport and Deſire ; 
My Pulſe beats high, Cheeks appear 
All Roſes, and mine Eyes all Fire. 
When to myſelf I turn my View, 
My Veins grow chill, my Cheeks look wan 
Thus whilſt my Fears my Pains renew, 
I ſcarcely look or move a Man. 


so NG CCCXXVII. She raiſt, xt. 


HE Night her filent Sable wore, 
And gloomy were the Skies ; 
gi:tt'ring Stars appear'd no more 
Than thoſe in Nelly's Eyes: 
When ot her Father's Yate I knock'd, 
Where I had often been ; 
She ſhrowded only v:*th her Smoci:, 
Aroſe and loot me in. 
Faſt lock'd within her cloſe l. mbrate, 
She trembling ſtood aſham's ; 
Her ſwelling Breaſt and glowing Face, 
And ev'ry Touch enflamd : 
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My eager Paſſion I obey'd, 
Reſolv d the Fort to win; 

And her fond Heart was ſoon betray'd 

To yield and let me in. 

Then then, beyond expreſſing 
Tranſporting was the Joy 1 

I knew no greater Bleſſimg, 
So bleſt a Man was I. 

And ſhe, all raviſht with Delight, 
Bid me oft come again ; 

And kindly vow'd, that ev'ry Night 
She'd riſe and let me in. 

But ah! at laſt ſhe prov'd with Bairn, 
And ſighing fat and dull; 

And I that was as much concern d, 
Look'd een juſt like a Fool. 

Her lovely Eyes with Tears ran oer, 
Repenting her raſh Sin; 

She figh'd, and curs'd the fatal Hour, 
That e'er ſhe loot me in. ; 

But who cou'd cruelly deceive, 
Or from ſuch Beauty part; 

I lov'd her fo, I could not leave 
The Charmer of my Heart : 

But wedded, and conceal'd our Crime ; 
ee in; 

And now ſhe thanks the happy Time 
That e er the loot me in. 


SON G CCCXXVIII. Sey Body, xc, 


Nueſo repente 

Vigila, vive, me fange. 
Somnolente, gueſe, &c. 
Cum me ambieha;, 

Videri wolcbas 
Amoris negotiis aptus; 
Sed 1 mar itus, y 

E; ſemiſopitus, 
Er ſemper à ſomnio captus, 
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O leepy Body, 
And drowſy Body, 
O wiltuna waken and turn thee ; 
To drivel and drant, 

ile I figh and gaunt, 
Gives me good Reaſon to ſcorn thee. 
When thou ſhouldit be kind, 
Thou turnſt ſleepy and blind, 
And ſnoters and ſnores far frac me. 
Wae light on thy Face, 

Thy drowſy Embrace 
I enough to gar me betray thee. 


$ON G CCCXKIX. Auld Sir, &c, 


—— ũ———— .n— ³ e — 


— — 


Ome here's to the Nymph that 1 love 


Away ye vain Sorrows, away: 


Far, far from my Boſom be gone, 
u up 

We'll drink till our Faces be ruddy, 

And all our vain Sorrows are drown'd. 
"Tis done, and my Fancy's exulting 
With every gay bloaming Defire ; 
My Blood with briſk Ardour is glowing, 
Soft Pleaſures my Boſom inſpire, 
My Soul now to Love is diſſolving, 
Oh Fate! had I here my fair Charmer, 


d her; I'd her ſo 
Of a Dis Foe 
But hold, what has Love to do here 
With his Troops of vain Cares in Array ? 
Avaunt idle penfive Intruder. 
He triumphs, he will not away. 
I'll drown him, come give me a Bumper; 
Young Cupid, here's to thy Confuſion: 2 
Now, now, he's departing, he's vanquiſh'd, 
: i. anxious Deluf . 


Adizu to his anxious L 


. 
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Come, jolly God Bacchus, here's to thee z 
Huzza Boys, huzza Boys, hueza ; 
Sing 15, ſing 15 to Bacchus —— 
Hence all ye dull Thinkers withdraw. | 
Come, what ſhou'd we do but bs pubs | 
Come tune up your Voices and fing ; 
What Soul is ſo dull to be heavy, 
When Wine ſets our Fancies on Wing. 


Come, Pqu ſus lies in this Bottle, 
He'll mount us, he'll mount us on high; 
Each of us a gallant young Perſeus, | 
Sublime we'll aſcend to the Sky. | 
Come mount, or adieu, I ariſe, 

In Seas of wide ZEther I'm drown'd, 
The Clouds far beneath me are failing, 
I ſee the Spheres whirling around. 

What Darkneſs, what Rattling is this; 
Thrv' Chaas dark Regions I'm hurl'd 
And now,—oh my Head it is knockt 
Upon ſome confounded new World. 
Now, now theſe dark Shades are retiring, 
See yonder bright blazes a Star, 
Where am I ?-—behold th Empyrenm, 
With flaming Light fireaming from far. 
SONG CCCXXX. When Beauty, &c. 


Hen Beauty blazes heavenly bright, 
The Muſe can no more ceaſe to fing, 


* 
0 


Than can the Lark, with riſing Light, 
Her Notes neglect with drooping . 
The 8 ſhines, harmonious Birds mount 


eh; 
The dawning Beauty ſmiles, and Poets fly. 
Young Annie's budding Graces claim 

The inſpir'd Thought, and ſofteſt Lays, 
Al kindle in the Breaſt a Flame, | 

Which muſt be vented in her Praiſe. 

Tell us, ye gentle Shepherds, have you ſeen 
E'er one ſo like an Angel tread the Green. 
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wounded Swain muſt yield to Love 


And wonder, tho“ he hopeleſs pines. 
Such Flames the foppiſh Butterfly ſhou d ſhun ; 
The Eagle's only fit to view the Sun. 
| She's as the opening Lily fair, 
Her lovely Features are compleat ; 

Whilſt Heav'n i makes her ſhare 
With Angels all 's wiſe and ſweet. 
Theſe Virtues which divinely deck her Mind, 

Exalt each Beauty of th' inferior Kind. 
Whether ſhe love the rural Scenes, 
Or ſparkle in the airy Town; 
O! happy he her Favour gains, 
Unhappy ! if the on him frown. 
The Muſe unwilling quits the lovely Theme, 
Adicu ſhe fings, and thrice repeats her Name. 


'SONG CCCXXXI. i I, &c. 


Hilſt I gaze on Chke trembling, 
Strait her Eyes my Fate declare; 
ſhe ſmiles, I fear diſſembling, 
When ſhe frowns, I then deſpair. 
Jealous of ſome Rival Lover, , 
fa wand'ring Look ſhe give; 
Fain I would reſolve to leave her, 
But can ſooner ceaſe to live. 
Why ſhould I conceal my Paſſion, 
Or the Torments I endure ? 
| I will diſcloſe my Inclination ; 
&vful Niſtance yields no Cure. 


ke. 
6. 
unt 
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Sure it is not it her Nature, 
To be cruel to her Slave 3 
She is too divine a Creature 
To deftroy what ſhe can fave. 
Happy's he whoſe Inclination 
Warms but with a gentle Heat ; 
Never mounts to raging Paſſion, 
Love's a Torment if too great: 
When the Storm is once blown over, 
Soon the Ocean quiet grows; 
But a conſtant faithful Lover | 
RIO e, It ſe 


B ik eb ror on But 


Theſe Wits are the Bane of your Charms: 
— play d againſt Reaſon, will certainly loſe, And 
Warring naked with Robbers in Arms. $0 
Young Damon deſpis d for his Plainneſs of Parts, 

Has Worth that a Woman ſhould prize ; 
He'll run the Race our, tho' he heavily ſtarti, 


And diftance the ſhort-winded Wiſe. Jen 
Your Fool is a Saint in the Temple of Love, 8 

And kneels all his Life there to pray 3 
Your Wit but looks in, and makes haſte to re» 


move, 


"Tis a Stage he but takes in his Way. 


SONG CCCXXXIII. Czlia, &. 


LIA, let not Pride undo you, 
Love and Life fly ſwiftly on; 
Let not Damen ſtill purſue you, 
Still in vain, till Love is gone: 
e 
nn juſtly pri d ; 
But when it its Beauty loſes, 
See the wither d Thing deſpis d. 


When theſe Charms that Vouth have ent joa, 
Like the Roſes are decay d, 
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Celia, you'll too late repent you, 
And be forc'd to die a Maid ! 
Die a Maid! die a Maid! die a Maid! 


Celia, you'll too late rex 
| And be fore'd to die « Maid? 
' SON G CCCXXXIV. Love's, &c. 

| 2 Diſtemper that comes with high 
| And is cur'd, like a Fever, by Emptying and 
| Bleeding. 

ſt ſeizes the Brain, and the Head runs on Fan- 


cies, [ mances, 
That all the young Wenches are Queens in Ro- 
But the Love Fit ſoon over, pretty Miſs proves a 


| Dowdy, 
And her paſſionate Lover an arrant dull Booby. 


so NG CCCXXXV. My Friend, &e. 
Friend and I, we drank whole Piſs- pots, 
Full of Sack up to the Brim : 

| to my Friend, and he drank. his Pot, 

So we put about the Whim : 
Three Bottles and a Quart 
We ſwallow'd down our Throat, 
(Bat hang ſuch puny Sips as theſe ; ) 
We laid us all along, 
With our Mouths unto the - 

Ard tipp'd whole Hogſheads off * 

Theard of a Fop that drank whole Tankards, 

1 ima the _ 
now, hang f Drunkards, 

Melt their Flagguns, break their Pots, 
My Friend and I did join , 
For a Cellar fall cf Wine, 

Aud we drank the Vina: out of Door ; 

We drank it ill up 

In a Morning, at a Sup, 

greedily roy'd about” for more. 


And 
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Ocean, 
4 ip, 


Sailors ſwore ſive hundred Tun 
hr nk el , 
Ere we came unto the Key, 
And the Merchant ſwore he was quite undone, 
Friend, not having quench'd his Thirſt, 

"Lis, let's to the Vineyards haſte: 
Strait then we fail'd to the Canaries, 
Which afforded juſt a Tafte : 

From thence unto the Rbine, 
Where we drank up all the Wine; 
Till Bacchus cry d, hold ye Sots, or ye die; 

And {wore he never found 
In his univerſal Round, 
Such thirſty Souls as my Friend and I, 
Out fie! cries One, 
What a Beaſt be makes bim, 
He can neither fland nor go : 
Out you Beaſt, you, you're much mi 
When e'er knew you a drink ſo? 
»Tis when we drink the leaſt, 
That we drink moſt like a Beaft j 
But when we carouſe it ſ in Hand; 
"Tis then, and only then, 
That we drink the moſt like Men, 
When we drink till we can neither go ner fland. 


SONG CCCXEXVI. Yung Celia, G. 


Y 5 Cælia, in ber tender Years, 
The Roſe-bud on its Stalk, 
Fill d with a Virgin's modeſt Fears, 


Stepp d forth one Eve to walk: 
She oft had heard of Love's blind Boy, 
And wiſh'd to find him out, 
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ing for to meet the 
Of which ſhe'd been in doubt, 


A pleaſing ſhady Grove the ſpy d, 


Where trembling Aſpens ſhoot ; 
Cloſe to its flow'ry Verge did glide 
A rgurm'ring limp'd Brook. 
nor ſighing there ſhe found, 
he heard him talk of Love ; 
His Crook lay by him en the Ground, 
While thus he pray d to Jede. 
Grant, mighty Power! that I may fu. d 
Some Eaſe within this Breaſt; 
Grant, that my Cælia may be kind, 
And make Amynter bleſt. 
Grant her to know the Force of Love, 
And of her Swain's Dcfire, 
Grant but of me ſhe may approve, 
And more Ill ne'er require, 


SONG CCCXXXVII.The Ordnance, &c. 


THE Ordnance board 
Such Jey does afford, 


As no Mortal, no Mortal, no Mortal, 


No Mortal e'er more can defire : 
Each Member repairs 
From the Tower to the Stairs, 
And by Water wvbuſb, and by Water 2 ⁴ , 
By Water they all go to fire. 
Of each Piece that's aſhore, 
They ſearch from the Bore ; 
And to proving, to proving, to proving, 
To proving they go in fair Weather: 
Their Glaſſes are large, | 
And whene'er they diſcharge, 
There's a boo huzza, a 5% huzza, a boo huzza, 
Guns and Bumpers go off together. 


Old Vulcan for Mars 
Fitted Trols for his Wars, 


Q 
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To enable him, cnable him, enable him, 


Enable him to conquer the fafter ; F. 
Bat Alars, had he been 
Upon cur Noch Green, H 


To have heard 5% huzza, boo huzza, boo burn, 
He'd have own'd Great Marlb'ro* his Maſter, # 
SON G CCCXXXVIIIL. I this, &. Y 


N this Grove my Strepbon walk*d 
Titi he lov'd, and there he talk a, 7 
e be lov'd, &c. 


In this Place his Loſs I prove, 

A {ad Remembrance of our Love; 
Oh! ſad Remembrance of our Love. 
In this Grove my Strepben ſtray d, 
Here he ſmil'd, and there — 
Here be ſmil'd, &c. | | 
Every whiſp'ring Breeze can tell, 

How I, por I, believing, fell; 

Ah! by too ſoon believing, fell. 

By this Stream my Strephbon mov d, 

Here he ſung, and there he lov'd ; 

Here he ſung, &c. 

Every Stream and every Tree 

Cries out, perfidious cruel he 

And helpleſs poor forfaken ſhe ! 

On this Bank my Strephen lean'd, 

A lovely Foe, bur fai Friend ; 

A lwely Foe, &c. 

Ye verdant Banks, each Stream. and Grove, 
Once joyous Scenes, now diſmal prove, 
Since Strephon's falſe to me and Love. 


SONG CCCXXXIX. You may, ke. 
V.. may ceaſe to complain, 
For your Suit is in vain, 
Attempts you can make 
Dut augment her Diſdain; 


She bids you give over 


C 


re 


— 
ad BD 1 
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For, except her Eſteem, 
She can grant you no more : 
Her Heart has been long fince 
Aſſaulted and won, 
Her Truth is as laſting 
And firm as the Sun ; 
You'll find it more eaſy 
Your Paſſion to cure, 
Than for ever thoſe fruitleſs 
Endeavours endure, 
You may give this Advice 
To the wretched and wiſe, 
But a Lover like me 
Will thoſe Precepts deſpiſe ; 
I ſcorn to give over, 
| Were it in my Power; 
Tho“ Efteem were deny d me, 
Yet her I'll adore, 
A Heart that's been touch'd 
Will ſome Sympathy bear, 
'Twill leſſen my 
If the takes a Share, 
Tu count it more Honour 
In dying her Slave, 
Than did her Affections 
The Steadinefs crave. 


You may tell her I'll be ; 
Her true Lover, tho' the 
Should Mankind deſpiſe 
Out of Hatred to me; 
Tu mean to give o er 4 
| "Cauſe we get no Reward, 
She loſt not her Worth, 
When I loſt her Regard ; 
My Love op an Altar | 
More noble ſhall burn, 
I fill will love on, 
Without Hopes of Return ; 


2 
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I' tell her ſome other 
Has kindled the Flame, 

And I'll figh for herſelf 
In another one's Name. 


SONG CCCXL. 4 Presbyterian, &. 
reſtyter ian Cat fat watching 
A” And in the Houſe * 
She caught a Mouſe 
The H prfrbge—ortr 2 ſuch Cat prophane, 
at 2 
** by his Book, 


The Cat he took, 
Ani bound her ina Chain. 


Theu damn'd confound: d — Ss and Bloods 
Think 'N 12 to throw 
To Hell below 
My holy Wife and me. 
Thou well may'ſt be aſſured, thou Blood far 
Blood ſhall p:y, 
For taking of the Movſe's Life 
Then up he took the Bible, and heartily be 


That the Jet Sin 
The Cat had done 
Might not on them be laid: 
Then firait to Executien poor Buren v 


drawn, 
There hang'd was ſhe 
Upon a Tree, 


While Pref. Jobs ſung a Plalm. 
SONG CCXLI. Yes, 81/ the, &c. 


ES, all the World will ſure agree, 
He who's ſecur d of having thee, -- 


ill be entirely bieſt; 


_ = og w= Te aI>2- 


fc. 
J, 


jy be 
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Be *twere in me too great a Wrong, 

make one who has been fo long 
My Queen, my Slave at laſt. 

Nor ought theſe Things to be conſin' d, 

That were for publick Good defign'd i 
Could we, in fooliſh Pr.de, © * 

Make the Sun always with vs ſtay, 

Twould burn our Corn and Graſs: away, 
To ftarve the World beſide. 

Let not the Thoughts of Parting fright 

Two Souls which Paſſion does unite ; 
For while aur Love does laſt, 

Neither will ſtrive to go away, 

And why the Devil ſhould we ftay, 
When once that Love is paſt ? 


SON G CCCXLII. #hile, &c. 


flile filently I lov'd, dar d 
— my Crime — 


Tbde Smiles I ſhar'd 


— the Crowd. | 


But when I once my Flame expreſt, 
In Hoyes to caſe my Pain, 
You ſingl'd me „ 
The Mark of your Diſdain. 3 
If thus, Corinna, you ſhall frown 4 
On all that do adore, 5 
Then all Mankind muſt be undong, 
Or you muſt ſmile po more. ; 


SONG ECCXLIIT. Would Fate, &c: 


Oula Fate to me Belinds give, 

With her alone I'd chuſe to live; 

Variety I'd ne'er require, 

Nor a greater, nor a greater, 

ETON | 

— if you can find 
— 


5 
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A Man that loves you more than I, 
I'II refign you, F'll refign you, 
I'll reſign you, tho? 1 die. 
Let my Belinda fill my Arms, 
With all her Beauties, all her 
W.th Scorn and Pity I'd look down 
On ue Glories, on the Glories, 
On the Glories of a Crown, 


So NG CCCXLIV. Daley, Gr. 


Ur cy, no more miſpend your Prime; 
But wiſely uſe the preſent Time, 
Nor truſt a future Day; 
In vain you think that lovely Face, 
Adorn'd with every blooming Grace, 
Will not in Time decay. 
Obſerve the Lilies in the Field, 
That plraſant Scents and Proſpects yield, 
N ſhort their Beauty laſts ; 
How ſoon their blooming Whiteneſs fades, 
How ſoon they mourn with drooping Heads, 
In Winter's chilly Blaſts. 
Then to ſome Youth thy Charms reſign, 
(Oh! may the happy Fate be mine} 
And kindly crown his Joys; 
If in your Bloom you yield to Love, 
The Swain will ever conſtant prove, 
When Age that Bloom deſtroys. 


SONG CCCXLYV. Once in, &c. 


Let us drink to our Whyes, 
Tho? their Numbers be but ſmall 5 
Heaven take the beſt, 
Ard the Devil take the reſt, 
And fo we frall pet rid of them all, 
To this hearty Wiſh, 
Let each Man take his Diſh, 
And drink, drink till be fall, 


It. 
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SONG CCCXLVI. To you fair, &c. 


you fair Ladies, now in Town, 
W Countrymen do write; 

And do invite you to come down, 
To taſte of our Delight: 

The Weather's fine, the Fields are gay, 

And 'tis the pleaſant Month of May, 
Fa, la, la, la, fa, la. 

The Country*s now in all its Pride, 
New dreſt in lovely green; 

The Earth, with various Colours dy d, 
Diſplays a lovely Scene : 

A thouſand pretty Flow'rs appear, 

To deck your Buſom and your Hair, 
Fa, ha, &c. 

The Cuckow*s pick'd up all the Dirt: 
The Trees are all in Bloom 

H rural Muſick can divert, 
Each Buſh affords a Tune: 

The Turtle's heard in ev'ry Grore, 

The Milk-maids fing their Songs of Love, 
Fa, la, &c. 

Could we perſuade you to come down, 
Our Toys would be compleat ; 


| Dear Ladies, leave the noify Town, 


And to our Shades retreat: . 
Would you but in our Shades _ 
You'd make our Fields Ei 

Fa, Ia, &c. 

We'll ſhew you all our Cow-lip-Meads, 

And pleaſant Woods and Springs; 
And lead you to the tuneful Shades, 

Where Pbi/omela ſings : 

Sweet Philome!, whoſe warbling Throat 
Excels your Senef7::'s Note. 

Fa, la, &c. 

For you we deck and trim our Bowers, 
And make aur Gardens fine 


2 
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now are in their Prime: 
The murm' ring Brooks accuſe your Stay, 
3 for your Delay. 
Fa, la, &c. 
Come then, and take our Morning Air, 
Juſt roſe from flow'ry Beds; 
*Tis better than yoyr Snuff by far, 
And all Perfumes excecgs : 
Our Ev'ning Walks more Pleaſures bring, 
Than the gay Park, and crouded Ring. 
Fa, ba, &c. 
For your own Sakes, if nct for ours, 
The duſty Town forego ; 
Freſh Air will give your Eyes new Pow'rs, 
And make each Beauty glow: 
*Twill to the Lily add the Roſe, 
And ev'ry brighter Charm diſcloſe, 
Fa, la, &c. 


SONG CCCXLVII. What, &c. 


Hat, tho'I am a Lendon 
And lofty Looks I bear-a ? 
I carry ſure as good a Name, 
As thoſe who Ruſſet wear-a. 


* 
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At Noon, Champagne and rich T: 
Mv Tables do adorn a, #93 


The Ev ning then does me invite 
To play at drar Quads ille-a : 

And ſure in th.s there s more Delight 
Then in a puil.og Rail. -A. 

Then fince my Fortune does allow, 
I'll live juſt as I pleaſe-a ; 

Tu never milk my Father's Cow, 
Nor preſs his coming Cheeſe-a ; 

But take my Swing both Night and Day, 
I'm ſure it is no Sin- 

And as for what the Grave-ones fay, 
I value not a Pin-2. 


SONG CCCXLVIII. Ceme hither,&c. 


AN I v ew a dozting Afs, 
Cringing tv a ſcornful Laſs, 
And not burſt my Sides with ha, ha, ha? 
Or behold a haughty Fair, 
Giving Sentenee of Deſpair, 
Nor the Farce derid: with ha, ha, ha? 
Tho' I flatter, ſigh, and whine, 
When I hope to have her mine; 
Vet when Frolick makes her prance, 
I give Muſick to her Dance, 
And tune her Pride with ha, ba, ha! 


SONG CCCXLIX. O17 Sir, &c. 


„come, my Hearts of Gold, 
Let us be merry and wiſe, 
It is a Proverb of old, 2 
Suſpicion has double Eyes: 
Whatſoever we fay or do, 
Let's nt drink to difturb the Brain g 
Let's laugh for an Hour or 
And cer be drunk again. 


A Cup of old Sack is good, 
To nt th ld Wie amy 
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*T will cheriſh and comfort the Blood 

Moſt when a Man's Spirits decay: 
But he that doth drink too much, 

Of his Head he will c mplain ; 
Then let's have a gentle Touch, 

And ne er, &c. 


Good Claret was made for Man, 

But Man was not made for it ; 
Let's be merry as we can, 

So we drink not away our Wit : 
Good Fellowſhip 1s abus'd, 

And W ne will infe& the Braing 
But we'll have it better us d, 

And ne er, &c. 


When with Good - Fellows we meet, 
A Quart among three or four, 

*T will make us ftand on our Feet, 
While others lic drunk on the Floor. 

Then, Drawer, go fill us a Quart, 
And ct it be Claret in grain 

*T will cheriſh and comfort the Heart, 
But ue ne er, &c, 


Here's a Health to our noble King, 
And to the Queen of his Heart ; 

Let's laugh and nerrily fing, 

And he's a Coward that will ſtart t 
Here's a Health to our General, 

And to thoſe that were in pain, 
And to our Colonel, 

Lind we'll ne'er, &e. 


Enough's as good as a Feaſt, 
If a Man did but Meaſure know; 
A Drunkard's worle than a Beaſt, 
For he'll drink till he cannot go. 
+ Tavern that's in win, 
We'd learn :o be hi 
And we'd ne er, &c. 


| 
| 
| 
\ 


— — — es — 
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SONG CCCL. To you, &c. 


all ye Ladies now at Bath 

And eke, ye Beaus, to you, 
ith aching Heart, and wat'ry Eyes, 
I bid my laſt Adieu. 


Farewel, ye Nymphs, who Water ſip, 


Hot recking from the Pumps, 
While Muſick lends her frigpely Aid, 
To chear you from the | 
Farewel, ye 3 who prating ſtand, 
And criticize the Fair, 
Yourſelves the Joke of Men of Senſe, 
Who hate a Coxcomb's Air. 


Farewel to Deard's, and all her T 
. 6 

Deluding Traps to Girls and | 

The Warchouſe of the Fp. 

Lindſay's and Hayes'y both farewe! 

- Ay =, — 

With bounding Steps and fprightly Air, 
I've led up many a Ball. 

Where Somerville, of courteous Mien, 
Was Partner in the Dance, 

With ſwimming Haws, and Brownlow blithe, 
And Britton, Pink of France. 

Poor Naſs, farewel, may Fortuze*s Smile 
Th i revive 3 

My Heart is full, I can no more 
Jobn, bid the Coachman drive. 


SON G CCCLI. One long Whitſun- 
Holiday . 


H O truſts quaint Urbanity, 
Ten to One, 


Is undone 
Dy her Vani : 
For, void of 
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Men will figh, 
Swear and lye, 
But to enſnare, 
Since no Law binds Quality, 
Nor the Vows 
To a ſe 
4” == 
N but Liberali 
e 5, 
Of your Hope, 
0. 
Let Fools their fond Prattle vent, 
But ftrong Deed of Settlement 
Is Love's ſafeſt Battlement ; } 
All the reſt 4 


SONG CCCLII. 8zre Marriage, &c. 


OU laugh to ſee me fond appear, 

Of one not worth the Part, ſal, lal, xe. 
A Wretch by Nature inſincere, 

And amorous by Art. Fal, lal, &c. 
Wrong not a well-meant, honeſt Flame, 

To Lait undeſign d; fal, lal, &c. 

*Tis to her Sex, not her, I am 

So ardent, and fo kind. Fal, lal, &c. 
Where's now the mighty Diff rence ſhewn, 
In what we diff rent do? fal, lal, &c. 
One feigns to all alike, and one |. = 
To all alike is true. Fal, lal, &c. 
As both have hundreds done before, 
Each other we carefs ; fal, lal, &c. 
Impartial ſhe loves no Man more, | 
And I no Woman leſs. Fel, lal, &c. 


SONG ccc. City Ramble. 


z. Man. Y Once was a Poet at London, 
I kept wy Heart Rill full of Glee y 
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There's no Man can fay that I'm undone, 
For Begging's no new Trade to me, 
Tol derol, &c. 
2. Man. I once was an Attorney at Law 
And after a Knight of the Poſt : 
Give me a briſk Wench in clean Straw, 
And I value not who rules the Roaſt, 
Tol derol, &c. 
3. Man. Make Room for a Soldier in Buff, 
Who valiantly ſtrutted about, 
"Till he 'd the Peace breaking off, 
And then he moſt wiſely — fold out. 
Tol derol, &c, 
4. Man. Here comes a Courtier polite, Sir, 
Who flatter'd my Lord to his Face ; 
Now Railing is all his Delight, Sir, 
Becauſe he miſs'd getting a Place. 
&o. Tol derol, &c. 
5. Man. I ſtill am a merry Gut-ſcraper, | 
My Heart never yet felt a Qualm; 
Tho? poor, I can frolick and vapour, 
Aud fing any Tune but a Pfalm. 
Tol derol, &c. 
n 
turn d up my Eyes w prag | 
But my Hearers Rarv's their Teacher, 
For they believ'd not one Word that I faid. 
| Tol derol, &c. 
1. Man. Whoe'er would be merry and free, 
let him lift, and from ys he may learn} 
In Palaces who ſhall you ſee 


Half fo happy a we in a Barn ? 
Tal U he 


| Con of all. 
N Poe er would be merry and free, 
1 1a Palaces who you ſee 


r 
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SONG CCCLIV. Power of Love. 
T Dead of Night, when in 
A Tis ets Ginn by > — 


ora left her folded Sheep, 
Her Garland, Crook, and uſcleſs Scrip, 


Love Jed the Nymph aftray. 

Looſe, and undreſt, ſhe takes her Flight, 
To a near Mirtle Shade z 

The conſcious Moon gave all her Light, 

To bleſs her raviſh'd Lover's Sight, 
And guide the lovely Maid. 

His eager Arms the Nymph embrace, 
And to aſſuage his Pain, 

His reſtleſs Paſſion he obeys : 

At ſuch an Hour, in ſuch a Place, 
What Lover 22044 contain? 


In vain ſhe call'd the conſcious Moon, 
The Moon no Succour gave; 

The cruel Stars, unmov'd, look on, 

And ſcem' d to ſmile at what was done, 
Nor would her Honour fave. 


V n 


No man what „ 
rr 
She bluſh'd, and dy d away. 
Yet bleſt the Grove, her conſcious Flight, 
Nei 
Te Ve the in ſpring . 
And curs'd approaching Day 
SONG CCCLvV. Of all the Girls. | 


S Damon late with Chl fat, 
They talk d of am'cous Bliſſes 
Things he faid, which the 


6 


: 
, 


t. 
P, 


The Flute is good 
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With tuneful Tongue, of Love he 
She thank'd him for his D'tty : * 
But faid, one Day ſhe heard him ſay, 
The Flute was mighty pretty. 


Young Damon, who her Meaning k , 
Took out his Pipe to charm her f 

And while he ſtrove w;th wantor. 7: 
And ſprightly A:rs, to warm ' 

She begg'd the Swain, to pay orc tun, 
In all the ſoſteſt Meaſure, 

Whoſe k:lling Sound wonld fwretly wound, 
And make her die with Pleaſure. 


Eager to t, he hes the Fee, 
And ev ry Accent taces; 

Love trickling thro' his Fing s ſlev, 
And whiſper'd melting Ci, ces: 

He plav'd his Part with wond'rou.. Art, 
Expect ing Praiſes afte: ; 

But ſhe inſtead of falling dead, 
Burſt out into a L1:chter, 


Taking the Hint, as Chloe meant 
Said he, my Dear, be ſy; 

I have a Flute, which, tho* mute, 

May play a Tune to ple 

Then down he laid ch: ning Maid, 
He found her kir willing. 

He play'd again, and each n- un 
Was filent, yet tw. illi 

Fair Chloe foon approv'a am | 2, 
And vow'd he play d d ; 

Let's have it o'er, ſaid ſh. c more, 
It goes exceed ing finely 

t's mai: of Wood; 

And is; I own the neatcu; 

Vet he*ertheleſs I muſt confeſs, 

\ The filent Flute's the ſweerolly | 
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S O N G CCCLVI. Dear Chloe, e. 


Ear Chle attend 
To th' Advice of a Friend, 

And for once be admoniſh d by me: 
Before you engage 
To wed with old Age, 

Think how Summer and Winter agree, 

Think how Summer and Winter agree. 
So ancient a Fruit, 
For Want of a Root, 

Is doom's to a Decay ; 

Youth might ripen your Charms, 
But old Age in young Arms, 

Is like froſty Weather in May. | 
Believe me, dear Maid, 

When the beſt Cards are play d, 

You ſeldom can meet with a Trump; 
And to help the Jeſt on, 

When the Sucker is gone, 

What a Plague would you do with a Pump? 
Let Men of threeſcore 
Think of Wedlock no more, 
The Cripple that begs, 

Can have no great Occaſion for Shoes. 

A Clock out of Repair 
Doth but badly declare 
The Hour of the Day or the Night; 
For unleſs, my dear Love, 
The Pendulum move, - 
*T would be ſtrange if the Clock ſhould go right, 


SONG CCCLVII. The Lark, &c. 


1. r 


And with thy dazzling Rays 
Thc ample Wark and wrure Sie 
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Fach Eye of thine out- ſhines the Sun, 
Tho' deck d in all his Light ; 

As much as he exccls the Mcon, 

Or each ſmall twinkling Star at Noon, 
Or Meteor of the Night. 

Look down and fee your Beauty's Pow'r, 
See, ſee the Heart in which you reign 3 

No conquer'd Slave in Tri bore, 
Did ever wear fo ft a Chain : 

Feed me with Smiles that I may live, 
I'll ne'er wiſh to be free; 

| | Nor ever hope for kind Reprieve, 


e. 


Or Love's grateful Bondage leave, 
For Immortality, 


SONG CCCLVIIL. Stella, Ge. 


TZ TTA, with Heart-controuling Grace 
Young Hylas at firſt Sight ſurpriz d; i 
Beau that knew his Juckleſs Face, 
Runs to his Glaſs to be advis'd. , 
3 Tell me, ſaid he, what I ſhall wear, 
How curl, or how adorn my Hair, 
This Charmer to command : 
What taking Dreſs ſhall I put on, 
To bring this Taſſel gently down, 
And Lure to my Hand ? 
The God of Love that heard, 
Fond Fool, aſpire not to 1— 3 
Her angel Mind averſe to Pride, 
Deſert efteems, and not the Drefs : 
To thee ſhe will no my Jan d 
Than mighty Jove s divine, 
| That 227 his Paradiſe Z 
gh. To him that hopes to be a Saint, 
Ke. By powdering, patching, and by Paint, 


d, 


SONG CCCLIX. Take not, &c. 


Ake not the firſt Refuſal ill, 
Tho' now ſhe won't, anon the will + 
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She were not Woman, if ſhe knew 

One Moment what che next ſhe'd do. 
If you'll have Patience, ſhe Il be kind 3 
To day ne'cr knew To-morrow's Mind 
Wait till you find her in the Cue, 

If you don't aſk her, ſhe Il aſk you. 


SONG CCCLX. Panthea, &. 


AXTHEA all the Senſes treats, 
The Eye with ObjeQts dear, 
e Smell with Nature's pureſt Sweets, 
With Harmony the Ear: 

Th: Taſte with Food ambrofial : 
But oh ! the Touch is all in all; 
But oh ! the Touch is all in all; 

Ls all in all, &c. 


SONG CCCLXI. Lore is, &c. 
Ove is a Ruble, 
No Man :s able 
To fay, it is this, or tis that; 
An idle Paſſion 


, 
Of fuch a Faſhion, 
"Tis like I cannot tell what. 
Fair in the Cradle, 
Foul in the Saddle, 
Always too cold, or too hot; 
An errant Lyar, 
Fed by Defire, 
It is, and yet it 1s not. 
Love is a Fellow, 
Clad all in yellow, 
The Canker-worm of the Mind ; 
A pr.vy Miſchief, 
And ſuch a fly Thief, 
No Man knows where Lie wie. 
Love is a Wonder, 
Tis here, and tis yander, 


CG. 442235 974.3 RR 
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SO 
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'Tis common to all Men, we know 
A very Cheater, 
Ev'ty one's better, 


Then hang him, and let him go. 


SONG CCCLXYII. He happy's, &c. 


( OW happy's th++ Huſband who after few 
| Years, 
Of Railing and Brawling, Confufi-n and Folly, 
Shall ſee his Xantippe drows.'d n her Tera, 
Then prithee Alexis be jolly, be jolly, 
| Then prithee Alexis be jolly. 


SONG CCCLXIII That ſcornful, &c- 


ſcornful Sylvia s Chains I wear, 
The Groves and Streams can tell; 
Thoſe blaſted with my Sighs appear, 
ö Theſe w.th Tears, my Tears o'er-ſwell. 
But Sighs and Tears bring no Rodreſs, 
And Love that ſees, that ſees me grieve z 
Conſpires with Sylvia to 
The Heart he ſhould relieve. 
The God that ſhould reward my Pain, , 
Makes Sylvia more my Foe : 
As ſhe encreaſes in Diſdain, 
He makes my Paſſion grow: 
And muſt I, muſt I ſtill admire 
Thoſe Eyes that cauſe my Grief ? 
"Tis juſt, fince I myſclf conſpire 
Againſt my own Rclict, 


SON G CCCLAXATV. Ti, not, &c. 


IS not a Kiſs, or gentle Squeeze, 
A Compliment or ſmiling Eye; 
can my anxious Boſom eaſe, 
Or quell the Flame that ſoars ſo high: 
Each welcome Favour giving Hope, 
Dear Calis fwell'd my Joys at firſt ; 
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But ſtinted is but like a Drop 
That's given to one that dies with Thirſt. 
Fool'd Tantalus, in Days of old, 
Had greateſt Torment for his Sin; 
Doom' d not to taſte, yet ſtill behold 
The Fruit was bobbing at his Chin : 
Such iuſciovs Plumbs and Grapes I view, 
Whilſt all by me are highly priz d; 
Can you a Gueſt, invited too, 
Think fit they ſhould be tantaliz d? 
Who let's his Friend but 
His Wine, is niggard of his Store ; 
So tho” I taſte your roſie Lips, 
Tus nothing, if you grant no more: 
With Fragments ſome the Stomach pleaſe, 
And ſmall Repaſt the Humour fits: 
But Love's a Lord of noble Race, 
And cannot dine on Scraps and Bits. 


SONG CCCLXV. Ob yes ! 4 


H yes! oh yes! oh yes! I cry, 
O Pray tell you gentle Swains hard by, 
If you a roving Heart have met, 
Did late y from my Boſcm get. 
Some Marks to know it I'll expreſs, 
It comes f loyal honeſt Race, 
By Nature kind, 31.4 prone to Love, 
And conſtant as the Tartle-Dove. 
Upon the Out · fide of the fame, 
VYecu'll find the charming Damon's Name, 
By Love ing: a d, and plain to how, 
From which f. eth Drops of Gore do flow. 
*Tis tender as ft Down can be, 
Or Bzauty in it. Inraacy ; | 
No Wealth can make 1t e*er untrue, 
Such Hearts as mine you"ll find but few. 


That 'twas confin'd, 1 +» was told, 


Amongſt the Lambs in Cup:d's Fold; 


— — 


„„ e r r 


7. 


1 
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If fo, pray ſeek that Deity, 

And carry this Reſolve from me. 
If he'll reſtore my Heart again, 
I'l keep it from Deceits of Men; 
From wily Wits and am'rous Tongues, 
And all that to their Sex belongs, 
But if this Heart he'll me refuſe, 
For tis a Jewel few would loſe ; 
Pray let him tell dear Damen this, 
And in Exchange command me his, 


SONG CCCLXVL. Chloe, Ce. 


Hroz's a Nymph in flow'ry Groves, 
A Nereiad in the Streams; 


Saint-like ſhe in the Temple moves, 
A Woman in my Dreams. 

Love ſteals Artillery from her Eyes, 
The Graces point her Charms ; 

Orpheus is rivall'd in her Voice, 
And Yenus in her Arms, 

Never ſo happily in one 
Did Heav'n and Earth combine ; 

And yet tis Fleſh and Blood alone 
That makes her ſo divine. 

She looks indeed like other Dames, 
With Atlas cover d o'er ; 

But when undreft ſhe meets my Flames, 
A Mortal ſhe's no more. 


SONG CCCLXVII. 4 Graſbepper. 
| Graf and Fly, 
| A In Summer 1 dry, 


eager Argument were met 
About, about Priority. 
bays the Fly to the Graſhopper, 
Frum mighty Race I ſpring, 
Bright Phorbus was my Dad, tie known, 
And Lem and drink with a King, 
Z 


. — 11 — 
2 —— — 
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Says the Craſhopper to the Fly, 
Such Rogues are ſtill prefert d; 
Your Father might be of high L 
But your Mother was but a Turd, a Tur, 
2 Turd, 


6. Oh, no. 
Scat, 
So Rebel — Fest, 
That did to Empire ſoar; 
His Father might be the Lord knows uh“, 
His Father might be the Lord knows u har, 
But his Mother we knew a Whore, a Whore, 
a Whore, a Whore, a Whore, a Whore, 
3 Whore, a Whore : 
His Father might be the Lord knows what, 
But his Mother we knew a Whore, a Whore, 
a Whore, a Whore. 


SONG CCCLXVIIE. Ws, &c. 


OW, now the Tories all ſhall ſloop, 
Religion and the Laws, 

nd Whigs on Commonwealth get up, 
Io tap the 600D, 6LD Cause. 
Tantivy- boys ſhall all go down, 

And haughty Monarchy, | 
The Leathern Cap ſhall brave the Throne, 

They bey, Boys, up go toe. 
When once that Antichriſtian Crew 

Are cruſh'd and overthrown, 


We'll teach their Nobles how to bow, 


And keep their Gentry down. 
Good Manners has a bad Repute, 
And tends to Pride we ſee; 
We'll therefore cry all Breeding down, 
Then bey, &c. 
The Name of Lord ſhall be abhorr'd, 
For ev'ry Man's a Brother; 
What Reaſon, then in Church or State 
One Man fhoy!d rule another ? 


| 
| 
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Thus having pee!'d and =_ all, 
And levell'd 1 
We'll make their plump young Daughters fall, 
And bey, &c. 
What tho' the King and Parliament 
Cannot accord together, 
We have good Cauſe to be content 
This is our Sun-ſhine Weather; 
For if good Reaſon ſhould take Place, 
And they ſhould both agree, 
Dzounds would be in a Round-head's Caſe ; 
For bey then up go we. 
We'll down with all the Verſities 
Where Learning is : 
For they till practiſe and maintain 
The Language of the Beaſt ; 
We'll exerciſe in ev*ry Grove, 
And preach beneath a Tree, 
We'H make a Pulpit of a Tub, 
Then bey, Boys, up ge we. 
The Whigs ſhall rule Committee-chair, 
Who will ſuch Laws invent, 
As ſhall exclvde the lawſul Heir 
By Act of Parliament. 
We'll cat his Royal Highneſs down, 
Ev'n ſhorter by the Knee, 
That he fhall never reach the Throne, 
Then bey, &t. 
We'll ſmite the Idol in Guil4bal, 
And then, (as we were wont) 
We'll cry, it was a Popiſh Plot, 
And ſwear thoſe Rogues have don't, 
His Royal Highneſs to > unthrone 
Our Intereſt will be, 
For if he e'er enjoy his own, 
Then bey, &c, 
We'll break the Windows which the Whore 
O: Baby! has * 
: 2 
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And when their Biſhops are pull'd down, 
Our Elders ſhall be — wag 
Thus having quite enflav'd the Throne, 
ing to ſet free, 
At length the Gallows claims its own, 
Then bey, &c. 


SON G CCCLXIX. Great Jove, ts. 
205 "aa made Love like a Bull, a 


ith Leda a Swan was in Vogue 

And to perſevere in that Rule, that 
He now does deſcend like a Dog : 

For when I to Celia would { 
And on her Breaft figh what I mean ; 

My Heart-ftrings are ready to break, | 
For there I find Monſieur Le Ebien, Le Chier, 
Le Chien, Monſieur, Monſicur Le Chien. 

For Knowledge of modiſh Intrigues, 

Or managing well an Armour; 

I defic one with two Legs, 

But here I am rivall'd by four: 

Diſtracted all Night with my Wronges, 

I cry! Cruel Gods! what d'ye mean! 

That what to my Merit belongs, 

You beſtow upon Monſieur Le Chien, 

For Feature, N 
Compare with him ſurely I can; 

Nor vainly myſelf ſhould expreſs, 

To fay, I am much more a Man; 

Te mm Ga 

former I cunningly mean; 

And if he religious can be, 

I've as much ſure as Monfieur Le Chiefs 

But what need I publiſh my Parts, 

Or idly my relate ; 

Since Fancy 44 25 

Reſolves not to alter gy Fate e 


; 
Rule, 
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And yet with one paſſionate Lick, 
I'm ovt-rivall's by Monfieur Le Chien, 


. SONG CCCLXX. Dear, &e. 


Go mind your Plunder 
Od.— gs, I wonder 
You dare be fo bold ; 
Thus to be making 
A Treaty fo ſneaking, 
Or dream too of taking 
My Fort with ſmall Gold. 
| 2 2 
ay at ten Pieces, 
a 
Full twenty ſhall pay; 
To all poor Nogues in Buff, 
Thus, thus I ftrut and huff, 
80 Captain Kick and Cuff, 
March on your Way. 
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SONG CCCLXXI. 757 jolly, Ke 


HE jolly, jolly Breeze 

That comes whiftling thro* the Trees ; 
From all the bliſsful Regions brings 
Perfumes upon its ſpicy Wings : 
With its wanton Motion curling, 
Curling, curling, curling the chryſtal Rills, 
Which down, down, down, down the Hills, 
Run, run, run, run, run o'er golden Gravel 

purling. 


SONG CCCLXXII. The jolly, Kc 


HE x Bowl, 
| 3 1 my thirſty Soul; 
all the mingling Juice is thrown, 
Perfum'd with fragrant Goa Stone: 
wks its wanton Toaſt too curling, 


Curling, curling, curling, curling the Nut- 
brown Rills, 


Which down, down, down, down by the 
Run thro' ruby Swzllows purling. * — 


SONG CCCLXXIII. Now to, &c. 


OW to you ye dry Wooers, 
Old Beaus, and no Doers, 


So doughty, ſo gouty, 

So uſeleſs and toothleſs, 

Your Blindneſs, cold Kindneſs, 
Has nothing of Man: 

Still doating, or gloating, 

Still — or fumbling, Wy. 

Still hawking, till baulking, 
You flaſh in the Pan: 

Unfit, like old Brooms, 

For ſweeping our Rooms, 

You're ſunk and you're ſhrunk, 
Then repent and look to't ; 
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SONG CCCLXXIV. a 1 met, &c. 


Met with the Devil in the Shape of a Ram, 
Than over and over the Sow-gelder came; 
roſe and halter'd him faſt by the Horns, 
And pickt out his Stones, as you would pick out 
Corns ; 
Maa, quoth the Devil, with that out he flunk, 
And left us a Car kaſs of Mutton that ſtunk. 
J chanc'd to ride forth a Mile and a half, 
Where I heard he did live in Diſguiſe of a Calf ; 
1 bound him and gelt him e'er he did any Evil; 
For he was at the beſt but a young ſucking Devil: 
Maa, yet he cries, and he did ſteal, 
And this was ſold after for excellent Veal. 
Some half a Year after, in the Form of a Pig, 
I met with the Rogue, and he look'd very big ; 
I caught at his Leg, laid him down on a Log, 


Ere a Man could fart twice I made him a Hog. 


Huh, huh, quoth the Devil, and gave ſuch aJerk, 
That a Few was converted, and eat of that Pork, 


In Woman's Attire I met him moſt fine, 

At firſt Sight I rhought him ſome Angel divine: 
But viewing his crab Face I fell to my Trade, 

I made him forſwear ever acting a Maid : 
Meaw, quoth the Devil, and fo ran away, 

Hid himſelf in a Fryar's old Weeds, as they ſay, 


I walk'd along, and it was my good Chance, 
To meet with a Black-coat that was in a Trance, 
I ſpeedily grip'd him, and whipt off his Cods, 


_ *Twixt his Head and his Breech I left little Oddz, 


O! quoth the Devil, and ſo away ran, 
Thou oft will be curſt by many Woman. 


SONG CCCLXXV. Away, &c. 


A Way, ye brave Fox-hunting Race, 
| Away, away to a ou Chaſe ; 
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Let Afton Park alone to Day, 

For N Play: 
See yonder's the Covert, to Horſe let's be going 
| Throw, throw off the Finders then, honeſt Will 


Atvay, ye brave, &c. [ Bug les ſcund. 
Unkennel quick, yon blaky Ground, 
They'll have a Touch for fifty Pound ; 
Hark, hark to Scundzve!!, that's a noble Dog, 
Croſs him, my jolly Lads, heux, heux the Drag : 
The Fox has broke Covert, let none lag behind, 
We've had an Entappeſſe, ſhe runs up the Wind ; 
Off with the Chaſe Hounds hoa, 
Now, now the Sportſmen ſhew : 
Let Lillyzobore and Ceſar run; 
Pot and Ruler, 
Capper and Cooler, 
Pompey and Gallant, low 'em On. 
Spur, Switch, and then away, o'er Hedges and 
Ditches, 
Without Fear of Necks, or gauling your Breeches. 
Blow a Retreat, blow, blow, tantivee, tiver, 
tivee, tivee. 
If ſhe run down the Wind ſhe may chance to 
deceive ye; 
A Recheat, a Recheat, tivee, tivee, tivee, tivee. 
Pox on't, we're baulk'd ; for by my Soul 
TheV ixen's juſt now earth'd, ſec here's the Hole. 
ut in the Tarriers. Faith, *tis fo, 
She's crept at leaſt five Yards below: 
They're working : Hark ! and hy at her ſo well, 
They l —_ her bolt, tho' twere as deep as 
ell. 
*Tis done, tis done; ſhe's ſnapt, ſhe's kill'd: 
Hollow, brave Boys, then from the Field, 
And jolly Huntſmen blow poor Reynard's Knell. 


SONG CCCLXXVI. Czlia, Sc. 


TIA, hence with Affectation: 
Hence with all this careleſs Air : 
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| Hypocriſy is out of Faſhion 


| 


? 


by 1 


With the witty and the fair : 
Nature all thy Art diſcloſes, 

Whiie the Pleaſures ſhe ſupplies 
Paint thy glowing Checks with Roſes, 

And inflame thy ſparkling Eyes, 
Fooliſh Cælia, not to know 

Love, thy Int'reft and thy Duty: 
Thou to Love alone doſt 3 

All thy oy, and all thy 0 
Mark — tuneful feather d Kind, 

At the coming of the Spring; 
All in happy Pairs are join'd, 

And becauſe they love they ſing. 


SONG CCCLXXVII. Drunk, &c. 


Runk I was laſt Night, that's poz, 
My Wife began to ſcold ; 
what I cou'd for my Heart's Blood, 
Her Clack ſhe would not hold. 
Thus her Chat the did begin, 
Is this your Time of coming in ? 
The Clock ftrikes one, you'll be undone, 
If thus you Jead your Life. 
My Dear, ſaid I, I can't deny, 
But what you ſay is true; 
I do intend my Life to mend, 
+ Pray lend's the Pot to ſpew. 
Fye, you Sot, I ne' er can bear 
To riſe thus e ery Night 
Tho? like a Beaſt you never care 
What Conſequence comes by't : 
The Child and I may ftarve for you; 
We neither can have half our Due; 
With Grief I nnd, you're ſo unkind, 
In Time you'l! brea my Heart: 
At that 1 ſmil's, and ſaid, dear Child, 
I believe you're in the wrong; 
But if t ſhould be yeur Deſtiny, 
Pl fing a merry Song. 
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SON G CCCLXXVIII. Damon, tz; 


Amon, if you will believe me, 
Tis not Sighing o'er the Plain; 
s nor Suiinets can't relieve ye, 
Faint Att mpts in Love are vain : 
Urge but home the fair Occaſion 
And be Maſter of the Field ; 
To a powerful kind Invaſion, 
*Twere a Madneſs not to yield. 
Tho' ſhe vows ſhe*ll ne'er permit ye, 
Says you're rude, and much to blune 
And with Tears implores your Pity, 
Be not mercitul for Shame : 
When the firſt Aſſault is over, 
Cris time enough will find 
This fo fierce and cruel Lover, 
Much more gentle, not ſo kind. | 


SONG CCCLXXIX. Maids, &c. 


Aids are grown ſo coy of late, 
Forſooth they will not marry ; 

ho“ they're in their Teens and paſt, 

They 1ay they yet can tarry. 

But if they knew how ſweet a Thing 
It is in Youth to marry, 

They would ſell their Hoſe and Smock, 
Ere they fo long would tarry. 

Winter Nights are long you know, 
And bitter cold the Weather, 

Then who's ſo fond to lie alone, 

When two may lie together? 

And is t not brave when Summer comes, 
With all the Fields inroll'd, 

To take a Green-gown on the Graſs, 
And wear it uncontroul'd ? 


For ſhe that is moſt coy of all, 

If ſhe had Time and Leiſure, 
Would lay away ſevereſt Thoughts, 
And turn to Mirth and Pleaſure * 
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For why, the faireſt Maid ſometimes 
. Puts on the Face of Folly, 
And Maids do ne er repent fo much 
As when they are too holy. 


SONG CCCLXXX. My Mind, &c. 


Mind to me a Kingdom is, 
Such perfe&. Joys therein I find; 
it excels all other Bliſs 

The World affords, or grows by Kind : 
| Tho" much I want that moſt would have, 
Yet ftill my Mind forbids to crave. 
No pri Pump, no wealthy Store, 
o Force to win the V:Qory 
No cunning N a Sore, 
No _ to a loving Eye: 
To none of theſe am I in Thrall, 
For why, my Mind to me is all. 
e. Content I live with this my S 
I wiſh no more than may fi 3 
] preſs to bear no mighty Sway, 
Look what I -want, my Mind ſupplies 2 
Thus do I triumph like a King, 
Content with that my Mind doth bring. 
Some have too much, and yet do want, 
L little have, but wiſh no more: 
They are but poor, for much they want, 
The? I am _ 2 little Store: 
» I rich; they beg, I give ; 
| They lack, I leave ; they pine, I live, 
Some weigh their Pleaſures by their Luſt, 
Their Wiſdom by the Rage of Will: 
Their Treaſure is their only Truſt, 
And crooked Craft their School of Skill; 
But all the Pleaſure I can find, 
Is the Content of quiet Mind. 


My Health is Wealth and perfect Eaſe, 
A Conſcience clean my chict Defence ; 
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I do not ſeck by Bribes to pleaſe, 
Nor by Deceit to give Offence : 

Thus do 1 Jive, thus will 1 die: 

Would all did but as well as I. 


SONG CCCLXXXI. What, &c. Ive: 


Hat Creature's that with his ſhort Hain, My 
His little Band, and huge long Ears, I 


That this new Faith hath founded ? Or n 
The Saints themſelves were never ſuch, They'll 
The Prelates ne er rul'd half ſo much, 4 

O ſuch a Rogue's 4 Round-head. My hi 
What's he that doth the Biſhops hate, My 
And ccunts their Calling :eprobate, A Silv 

Cauſe by the Pope p: 4 Aue 
And think a zealous Cobler better Tu ta 
Than learned Uſber in ev'ry Letter, , 

O ſuch, &c. 


What's he that doth High-Treaſon ſay, 
As often as Yea and © _ 

And wiſh the 
And dares maintain 22 Pim? 
Is fitter for the Crown than him, 

O ſuch, &c. 
What's he, that if he chance to hear 
A little Piece of Common-Prayer, 

Doth think h's Conſcience wounded ; 


Will rA 


t's be that met a holy Siſter, 

And in a Hay - ccek gently kif'd hee ? 

O then his Zeal abounded ; 

Tw as underneath a ſhady W llow, 

Her Bible ſcrv'd her for 3 Pillcw, 
And there be got a Round-head. 


SONG CCCLXEXXII. Netw, &c. 
OW all my Friends are laid in Grave, 
And nothing they have left me, 
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kt a Mark a Year my Mother gave, 
By which for to protect me: 
a 
ave as a _ 
And all is with . a Year, 
The which my Mother gave me. 
Kc. 11 at my Command, 
- y upon me tending ; 
= D- an er DA, 
Or any one offending, 
They'll bear me out of all the Rout, 
As brave, &c. 


My high Commode, my Damaſk Gown, 
My lac'd Shoes of Spaniſh Leather, 
A Silver-Bodkin in my Head, 
And a dainty Plume of Feather, 
Tu take Tobacco with a Grace, 
As brave, &c. 
A Lord, a Knight, a Gentleman, 
is welcome to my Oven; 
The fanical Courtier with his Tricks, 
Whoſe Beard's but newly ſhaven, 
All's one to me, whoe'er he be, 
He's welcome ftill as may be, 
Cod-a · mercy Mother, for thy Gift, 
I's a Portion for a Lady. 


SONG CCCLXXXIIL A refleſs, &c. 
Reſtleſs Lover I eſpy d, 
That went from Place to Place, 
and turn'd from Side to Side, 
And ſometimes on his Face; 
But when thoſe Med'cines were apply d, 
In Hopes of Intermiſſion, 
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But they complain as well as we, 
Their Pains have no 

And when both Sexes wounded be, 
Hath Cupid, Ce. 


Have we ſuch Palſies and ſuch Pains, 
Such Fevers and ſuch Fits, 

No quick eſſential chemick Grains, 
No Æſculapian Wits ? 

No Creature can beneath the Sun, 
Prevail in Oppoſition, 

And when ſuch Wonders may be done, 
Hath, &c. | 


Into what Poiſons do they dip 
Their Arrows and their Darts, 
That touching but our Fingers Ends, 

The Pain doth prick our Hearts, 
Now I perceive before I get 

Into the Inquifition, 
Death never had a Surgeon yet, 


Ner Cupid a Phyfician. 
SONG CCCLXXXIV. Ey, ke. 


LY merty News among the Crews 
That love to hear of Jeſts ; 

oldeſt Sport that e er was us d, 
Yet chiefly in Requeſt. 

If any one do carp at thee, 
Or do thee Bawdy call 

Say thou do'ſt write as they delight, 
Of Up-tail all. 


And it hath been adjudged, 
As well by great and ſmall, 

That of all Paſtimes none is li xt 
To Up-tails all. 

Batchelors will to this Game, 
And Mary'd-men likewitc ; 
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ves Wives, yea Maids, and Widowe, 
+ Will uſe it all their Lives: 
And old Men they will have a Snatch, 
Altho' their Game's but ſmall ; 


yet theſe old Calts will have a Bout 


At Up-tails all. 


Hit were unlawful, 
Then Lawyers were to blame; 
And if it were ungodly, 
To Prieſts it were a Shame: 
For they, no doubt, do uſe it, 
Tho' it a Vice they call; 
Yet Prieſts and Lawyers both will play 
Ae Up-tails all. 


|: cannot be unwholſome, 
Phyſicians do it uſe 3 
And if that it were noiſome, 
They would it then refuſe : 
And if it hurt the Body, 
Then ſure their Skill is ſmall ; 
For why the beſt of theſe will play 
At Up-tails all. 


Ladies love the Paſtime, 
And do the Pleaſure crave ; 
And if it were a baſe Thing, 
Then it they would not have: 
But yet the faireſt Women 
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SONG CCCLXXXYV. Ceaſe, &c. 


Eaſe, ceaſe of d to complain, 
C co, Love's a Joy, even while a Pain; 
Oh ! then think! oh! then think ; 

Oh! then think how great his Bliſſes, 
Moving Glances, balmy Kiſſes, 


Love, Love „Love, Love alone, 
Love, Love alone, all Joys compleats. 


S ON G CCCLXXXVI. Here's, &c. 


Ere's a Health to the Tackers, my Boys, 
But mine A—ſe for the Tackers about; 
y the brave Engliſþ Spirits come in, 
And the K naves and Fanaticks turn out: 


Since the Magpyes of late are confounding the 


State, 
And would pull our Eftabliſhments down; 

n a Jeſt, for they ſhit in their 

, 

And be true to the Church and the Crown. 
Let us chuſe ſuch Parliament-Men, 

As have ſtuck to their Principles tight; 
And would not their Country betray 

In the Story of Afoby and White : 

Who care not a T—d for a Whig, or a Lord, 
That won't ſee our Accounts fairly tated ; 
For C- ne*er fears the Addreſs of thoſe Peers, 
Who the Nation of Millions have cheated, 

Die next Thing adviſeable is, 
Since Schiſm ſo ſtrangely abounds 3 
To oppoſe ev iy Man that*s ſet up 
By Diſſenters, in corporate Towns: 
For High-Church and Low-Church has brought 
us to No-Church, 
And Conſcience ſo bubbl'd the Nation ; 
For who is not till for Conformity Bill, 
Will be furcly a R on Occaſion. 
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SONG CCCLXXXVII. The Devil. 


HE Devil he pull'd off his Jacket of Flame, 
The Fryar he pull'd off his Cowle ; 
The Devil took him for a Dunce of the 
And the Fryar took him for a Fool: 
He piqu d and repiqu d ſo oft, that at laſt 
He ſwore by the jolly fat Nuns ; 
If Cards come no better than thoſe that are paſt, 
Oh! oh! I ſhall loſe all my Buns, 


SONG CCCLXXXVII. Marriage. 


Arriage, it ſeems, is for befter, ſor wworſe, 
Some count it a Bleſſing, and others a 
Curſe ; 


The Cuckolds are bleſt, i! the Proverb prove true, 


And then there's no doubt but in Heaven there's 
not few 

Of honeſt rich Rogues, who ne*cr had got there, 

If their Wives had not fent them thro' Trem- 
bling and Fear. 


Some Women are honeſt, tho” rare in a Wife, 

Yet with Scoiding and Drawling they'll thorten 
your Life; 

You ne'er can enjoy your Bottle and Friend, 

But your Wife, like an Imp, is at your Elbow 
End : 

Crying fie, fie you Sot, come, come, come, come, 

So theſe are unhappy abroad and at home. 

We find the Batchelor liveth beſt, 

Tho' drunk or ſober he takes his Neſt; 

He never is troubled with Scolding or Strife, 

*Tis the beſt can be ſaid of a very gocd Wife : 

But merrily Day and Night does ſpend, 

Enjoying his Miſtreſs, Bottle, and Friend. 


A Woman out-wits us, do what we can, 


She'll make a Fool of every wiſe Man ; 


| Qld Mother Eve did the Serpert obey, 


And has taught all her Sex that damnable vn 
3 
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Of Cheating and Couzening all Mankind, 
»Twere better if Adam had ſtill been blind. 


The poor Man that marries he thinks he deco 


well, 
I pity's Condition, for ſure he's in Hell; 
The Fool is a ſotting, and ſpends all he gets, 
The Child is a bawling, the Wife daily frets : 
That Marriage is pleaſant we all muſt agree, 
Conſider it well, there's none happier can be. 


SON G CCCLXXXIX. Divine, &c. 


Ivine ea hither flew, 
To ia's brighter Throne; 
e left the Iron World below, 
To bleſs the Silver Moon : 
She left the Iron World below, 
To bleſs the Silver Mon. 
Tho' Phebus, with his hotter Beams, 
Does Gold in Earth create; 
That leads thoſe Wretches to Extreams, 
Of Av'rice, Luſt, and Hate. 


SONG CCCKC. Bring out, &c. 


| Ring our your Coney-ſkins, 
Bring out your Coney-ſkins Maids to me, 
And hold them fair, that I may ſee, 
Grey, black, and blue: For the ſmaller Skin, 
I'll give you Bracelets, Laces, Pins, 
And for your whole Coney 
Here's ready Money. 
Come, gentle Joan, do thou begin 
With thy black Coney, thy black Coney-fkin, 

And Mary and Jaan will follow, 

With their filver hair d Skins and yellow; 
The white Coney-ſkin I will not lay by; 
4 it be faint, it is fair 1 Eye, 

grey it is worn ; but yet for my Money, 
Give me the bonny, bonny black Coney: 
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Come away, fair Maids, your Skins will decay, 

Come and take Money, Maids, put your Wares 
away : 

Ha'ye any 8 -Skins, ha'ye any Coney-Skins, 

Ha'ye any Coney-Skins here to ſell ? 


SONG CCCXCI. 4 Shepherd, &c. 


Shepherd kept Sheep on a Hill fo high, 

A1 — — YM d paſſing by, fe, la. 

And came a ai 2 

Shepherd, quoth ſhe, duſt thou want Th Wi 

No by my Trcth I'm not weary of my Life, 
fa, la, la, &c. 


Shepherd for thee I care not a Fly, | 

For thou'ſt nt the Face with a fair Maid to lie, 

How now my Damſel, ſay'ſt thou me fo, 

Thou ſhalt taſte of my R»+tic before thou doſt go. 

Then he took her and lad her upon the Ground, 

And made her believe that the World went round, 

Look yonder my Shepherd, look yonder I ſpy 

There 5 fine protty Babies that dance in the 

y. 

And now they are vaniſht, and now they appear, 

Sure they will tell Stories of what we do here. 

Lie till, my dear Chloris, enjoy thy Conceit, 

For the Babies are too young, and too little to 
prate. 

See how the Heavens fly ſwifter than Day, 

Riſe quickly, or they will all run away : 

Riſe quigkly my Shepherd, quickly I tell ye, 

For the Sun, Moon and Stars, are got all in my 
Belly. 

O! Dear, where am I? pray ſhew me the Way 

Unto my Father's Houſe hard by 

If he chance to chide me for ſtaying ſo long, 

I'll tell him the Fumes of your Bottle were ftrong. 

And now thou haſt brought my Body to Shame, 

I prithee now tell me what is thy Name. 

S 2 
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Why Robin in the Ruſhes my Name is, quoth he, 
But I think I told her quite contrary. 


Then for Ræbin in the Ruſhes, ſic did enquire, 

But he hung down his Head, and he would not 
come nigh her; 

He wink'd with one Eye, as if he had been blind, 

And be drew one Leg after a grea: Way behind. 


SONG CCCXCII. Ven Maid, &c. 
VW Maids live to Thirty, yet neve: 


repent, 
When Europe's at Peace, and all England con- 


tent, 


ives, 
Young Wives love old Huſbands, young Huſ- 
bands old Wives ; 


And Lawyers forget a rich Client to fleece: 
When an old Face ſhall pleaſe as well as a new, 
Wives, Huſbands, and Lovers will ever be true. 


When Bullies leave Huffing, and Cowards their 
Trembling, 

And Courtiers and Women and Prieſts their Diſ- 
ſembling ; 

When theſe ſhall do nothing againſt what they 
teach, 

Pluralities hate, and we mind what they preach: 

When Vintners leave Brewing to draw the Wine 


pure 
And — by their Medici nes kill leſs than they 
cure 
When an old Face ſhall pleaſe as well as a new, 
Wives, Huſbands and Lovers will ever be true. 


SO NG CCCXCIIL. P:or Jenny, &c. 


Oor Ferry and I we toiled, 
In a long Summer's Day ; 


M 
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Dill we were almoſt foiled, 
With making of the Hay : 

Her Kerchief waz cf Holland clear, 
Bound low upon her Brow ; 

iſe whiſper'd ſomething in he Ear, 
But what's that to you ? 


Her Stockings were of Kerſey green, 
Well ſtitcht with yellow Silk; 
Oh! fike a Leg was terer ſeen, 
Her Skin as white as Milk: 
Her Hair as black as any Crow, 
And ſweet her Mouth was too 
Oh! Ferry daintily can m-, 
But, &c. 
Her Petticoats were not ſo low, 
As Ladies they do wear them; 
She needed nat a Page I trow, 
For 1 was by to bear them : 
Ie took them up all in my Hang, 
And I think her Linnea too 
Whickz made me for to make a ſtand, 
But, &c. 
King Solomon had Wives enough, 
And Concubines a Number ; 
Yet Iſe poſſeſs more Happineſs, 
And he had more of Cumber : 
My Joys ſurmount a wedded Life, 
With Fear ſhe lets me m—w he 
A Wench is better than a Wife, 
But, &c. 
The Lily and the Eoſe combine, 
To make my Jerny fair ; ; 
's no Contentment Gke as mine, 
I'm almoſt void of Care: 
Burt yet I fear my Jenny's Face 
Will cauſe more Men to woo? ; 
Which if ſhe ſhould, as I do fear, 
33 
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S O N G CCCXCIV. Thurſday, &c. 
i hr" Morn the Ides of May, 
— por ever the n. 
Two; 
Brave Ruſſe! did diſcern by Dawn of Day, 

The lofty Sails of France advancing now: 
All Hands aloft, aloft, let Eng/iþ Valour ſhine, 
Let fly a Culverin, the Signal for the Line; 

Let every Hand ſupply his Gun, 

Follow me, and you'll ſee 

That the Battle will be ſoon begun. 
T-urwill: on the Main Triumphant rowl'd, 

To meet the gallant Rufſe/ in Combat on the 


; | 
He ted the Alte Train of Heroes bold, 

To fink the Engliſh Admiral at his Feet: 
Now every valiant Mind to Victory doth aſpire, 
The bloody Fight's begun, the Sea itſelf on Fire ; 

And mighty Fate ſtood looking on, 

Whilſt a Flood all of Blood, 

Fill'd the Scupper-holes of the Royal Sr. 
Sulphur, Smoke and Fire, diſturb'd the Air, 

3 and Wonder aftright the Gallict 

ore; 
Their regulated Bands ſtood trembling near, 

To ſee the Streamers now no more: 
At Six a Clock the Red, the ſmiling Victors led, 
To give a ſecond Blow, the fatal Overthrow ; 

Now Death and Horror equal reign, 
Now they cry, run or die, 

Britiſþ Colours ride the vanquiſh'd Main. 
See they fly ama d thro* Rocks and Sands, 

One C graſp as to ſhun the greater 

a 


; 
In vain they ery for Aid to weeping Lands, 
The Nymphs and Sea-Gods mouen their lot 
Eſtate 3 
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For evermore adieu thou Royal dazling Sun, 
From thy untimely End thy Maſter's Fate begun; 
Enough thou mighty God of War, 
Now we fing, bleſs the King, 
Let us drink to every Engliſh Tar. 


SONG CCCXCV. Ir Courts, &c. 


N Courts, Ambition kills the Great, 
And Cities ftrive for needleſs Gain; 

Some do in Battles meet their Fate, 

But I by Love, by Love am flain; 
Phaeton by Thunder, Thunder dy'd, 

Prometheus by the Vultur's Pain; 
This doom'd for Stealth, and that for Pride, 

But I by Love, by Love am ſlain. 
Let noiſy deſp' rate Fools be brave, 

And build up Trophies to the Skye ; 
My only Wiſh, ye Gods, I have, 

When at Clerinda's Feet I die: 
Were 1 like ſome to Greatneſs born, 

To Fame and Empire rais'd up high; 
That Fame, that Empire I wou'd ſcorn, 

And at Chrinda's Feet would die. 


SONG CCCXCVI. When, &c. 
r e 


bl 
ich Men are forbidden to ſee 3 
He tun'd up his Lyre, as old Hiſtories ſhew, 
To ſet his Eurydice free, 
— to ſet his Eurydice free. 
All Hell was aftoniſh'd, a Perſon ſo wiſe, 
Should raſhly endanger his Life, 
And venture fo far; but how vaſt ele Tome 
| When they heard that he come for his 


how vaſt their Surprjze ! when they heard 
that he came, for his Wife, 
To find out a Puniſhment due to the Fault, 
ON Fut had —_—_ Amin 3 
— 0 
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But Hell had not Torments ſufficient, he 
thought, 
So he gave him his Wife back again, 
—ſo be gave him, Ec. 
But Pity ſucceeding ſoon vanquiſh'd his Heart, 
And pleas'd with his playing fo well ; 
He took her again, in Reward of his Art, 
—in Reward, Sc. 


SONG CCCXCVIL When, &c. 
Hen Orpteus went dewn to the Regions 


below, 
To bring back the Wife that he lov'd ; 
Old Pluto confounded, as Hiſtories ſhow, 
To find that his Muſick ſo mov'd: 


That a Woman ſo good, fo virtuous and fair, 
Shou'd be by a Man thus trapann'd, 

To give up her Freedom for Sorrow and Care; 
He own'd ſhe deſerv'd to be damn'd. 

For Puniſhment he never ſtudy'd a whit, 
The Torments of Hell had not Pain 

Suffigient to curſe her; ſo Pluts thought fit 
Her Huſband ſhou d have her again. 

But ſoon he compaſſion'd the Woman's hard Fate, 
And knowing of Mankind fo well, 

He recall'd her again, before *twas too hate, 
And faid, ſhe'd be happier in Hell. 

SONG CCCXCVIIL. Blab not, &c. 


Lab not what you ought to ſmother ; 
Honour's Laws ſhou'd ſacred be: 
ing Favours from another, 
Ne'er will Favour gain with me, 
Ne'er will Favour gain with me, 
But, inſpir'd with Indignation, 
Sooner I'd lead Apes in Hell, 
Tre I'd truſt my Reputation 
With ſuch Fools as kiſs and tell, 


Wigh ſuch Fools as kiſs and N. 


H 
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He who findz a hidden Treaſure, 
Never ſhould the ſame reveal: 
He whcm Beanty crowns with Pleaſure, 
Cautious ſhould his Joy 
Cautious ſhould his Joy conceal. 
Him with whom my Heart 1'l] venture, 
Shall my Fame from Cenſure fave ; 
One where Truth and Prudence center, 
And as {ſecret as the Grave, 
And as fecret as the Grave, 


SONG CCCXCIX. Ob/erve, &c. 


Bſerve the fragrant bluſhing Roſe, 
Tho? in the humble Vale it ſpring, 
I: ſmells as ſweet, as fair it blows, 
As in the Garden of a King. 
So calm Content as oft is found compleat 
In the low Cott, as in the Icfty Seat. 


SONG CCCC. Let Begging, &c. 


ET Begging no longer be taunted, 
If honeſt and free from Offence ; 
Were each Man to beg what he wanted, 

How many would Beggars coramence ! | 
Grave Churchmen might beg for more Grace, 
Young Soldiers for Courage might call ; 
And many that beg for a Penſion or Place, 

Might beg for ſome Merit withal. 


SONG CCCCI. 2 Darkne/i, &c. 


HO! Darkneſs fill attends me, 
It aids internal Sight ; 
And from ſuch Scenes defends me, 
As bluſh to ſee the Night. 
No Villain's Smile deceives me, 
1 > od 
o weeping Object grieves me, 
Kind Darkneſs me befriends 
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Henceforth no uſeleſs W 
I find no Reaſon why; 
Mankind to their own Failings 
Are all as blind as I. 
Who painted Vice defires, 
Is blind, whate*er he thinks; 
Who Virtue not admires, 
Is either blind, or winks. 


SONG CCCCI. To hep, &c. 


3 keep my gentle Beſſy, 
What Labour would ſeem hard ? 
Each toilſome Taſk how eaſy ! 
Her Love the ſweet Reward. 
The Bee thus 
Eſteems no Toil ſevere, 
The ſweet Reward obtaining, 
Of Honey all the Vea. 


SONG CCCCIII. 4s Death, &c. 


S Death alone the Marriage Knot unties, 
re * 
Laſt until Sleep, Death's Image, cloſe Eyes, 
Diſſolve when they awake: Theme, 
And that fond Love which was to Day their 

44 


SONG CCCCIV. N Warning, &c. 
O Warning of th'approaching Flame, 
Swiftly, Like fadden Death, it came 3 
Like Travellers, by Light'ning Kills, 
I burnt the, Moment 1 
—— — 
Is with a Mind as = 
The Caſe ſo ſhining to ld, 
Is fill'd with richeſt Gems, and Gold. 
To what my Eyes admir d before 
160 0 more; 
ancy blows into à Flame, 


2 | 
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The Object thus improv'd by Thought, 
By my own Image I am caught; 
Promalion fo, with fatal Art 
Poliſh'd the Form that flung his Heart. 


SONG CCCCV. Warn'd, &c. 


Arn'd, and made wiſe by others Flame, 
I fled from whence ſuch Miſchiefs came 
Shunning the Sex that kills at Sight, 
I fought my Safety in my Flight. 
But ah! in rain from Fate we fly, 
For fivſt, or laſt, as ail muſt die; 
So 'tis as much decreed above, 
That firft, or laſt, we all muſt love. 


My Heart which ſtood fo long the Shock 
Of Winds and Waves, like ſome firm Rock, 


Dy one bright Spark from Afyra thrown, 


Is into Flame, like Powder, blown. 
SONG CCCCVI. Feolih, &c. 


ih Love, be gone, faid I, 
Vain are thy Attempts on mo; 


y ſoft Allurements I defy, 
Women, thoſe fair Diſſemblers, fly, 
My Heart was never made for thee. 
Lowe heard ; and ſtraight prepar'd a Dart; 
Myra, revenge my „ faid he: 
Too ſure *twas ſhot, I feel the Smart, 
It rends my Brain, and tears my Heart 5 
O Love! my Conqu'rer, pity me. 
SONG CCCCVIL. Love is, &c. 


Ove is by Fancy led about 

Foun Ne to Fear, from Joy to Doubt; 
1 Whom we now an _— call, 

ivinely grac'd in every Feature, 
Straight's a deform's, a perjur d Creatvrs ; 
Love and Hate are Fancy all, 
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"Tis but as Fancy ſhall preſent 

Objects of Grief, or of Content, 
That the Lover's bleſt, or dies 

Viſions of mighty Pain, or Pleaſure, 

Imagin'd Want, imagin'd Treaſure, 
All in powerful Fancy lies. 


SON G CCCCVIII. Now fy, &c. 
OW fly, Diſcretion, to my Aid, 

See haughty Mira, fair and bright, 
In all the Pomp of Love array d; 

Ah! how I tremble at the Sight 
She comes, ſhe comes — before her all 
Mankind does proftrate fall. 
Love, a Deftroyer fierce and young, 
Advent'rous, terrible, and firong, 
Cruel and raſh, delighting ſti!l to ver, 
Sparing nor Age nor Sex, 
Commands in chief ; well fortify'd he lics, 
And from her Lips, her Cheeks and Eyes, 
All Oppoſition he defies. 
Reaſon, Love's old invet' rate Foe, 
Scarce ever reconcil'd till now, 
Reaſon aſſiſts her too. 
A wiſe Commander he, for Council fit; 
But nice and coy, nor has been ſeen to ft 
In modern Synod, nor appear'd of late 


In Courts, nor Camps, nor in Affairs of State; 


Reaſon proclaims them all his Foes, 
Who ſuch reſiſtleſs Charms oppoſe. 
My very Boſom Friends make War 
Within my Breaſt, and in her Intereſts are; 
Efteem and Judgment with ſtrong Fancy join 
To court, and call the fair Invader in; 
My darling fav'rite Inclination too, 

All, all conſpiring with the Foe. 
Ah ! whither ſhall I fly to hide 
My Weakneſs from the Conqu ror's Pride ? 


Now, now, Diſcretion be my Guide, 
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But ſee, this mighty Archimedes too, 
Surrenders now. 
Preſuming longer to reſiſt 
His very Name, 
Diſcretion muſt diſclaim ; 
Folly and Madneſs only would perſiſt. 
SONG CCCCIX. T. tell, &c. 


LL tell her the next time, ſaid I, 

| In vain! in vain! for when I ery, 

pon my timorous Tongue the trembling Actuts 
die. 

Alas! a thouſand thouſand Fears 

Still over-awe when ſhe appears 

My Breath is ſpent in Sighs, my Pyet are drown'd 
in Tears, 


SONG CCCCX. S- calm, &c. 


O calm, and ſo ferene, Lut gow, 
What means this Change on Af:ra's Brow * 
aguiſh Love now glows and burns, 
Then chills and ſhakes, and the cold Fit returns. 
Mock'd with deluding Looks and Smiles, 
When on her Pity I depend ; 
My airy Hope ſhe ſoon beguiles, 
And gs 19 ſee my Torments never end, 
So up the ſteepy Hill, with Pain, 
The 


weighty Stone is roll'd in vain ; 
Which having touch'd the Top, recoils, 
And leaves the Lab'rer to renew his Tolle. 


SONG CCCCXI. %% in, &c. 


| L in a Labyrinth of Doubts and Joys, 


Whom now her Smiles reviv'd, her Scora 


deftroys : g 
She will, and ſhe will not, ſhe grants, denies, 
Conſents, retracts, advances, w_ _ flies 3 
Approving, and rejecking in a Breath, 
Now proff ring Mercy, now preſenting Death. 
Thus hoping, thus deſpairing, never ſure z 


| » How vacious ue the Torments I cudure! 
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Cruel Eſtate of Doubt! Ah, Mine, try 
Once to reſolve —or let me live, or die. 


SONG CCCCXI. Thoughtful, tee. 


Houghtful Nights, and reftleſs Waking, 
Oh, the Pains that we endure ! 
Broken Faith, unkind Forſaking, 
Ever doubting, never ſure. 
Hopes deceiving, vain Endeayours, 
What a Race has Love to run! 
Falſe proteſting, fleeting Favours, 
Ex'ry, ev'ry way undone. 
Still complaining, and defending, 
Both to love, yet not agree 
Fears tormenting, Paſſion rending, 
Oh ! the Pangs of Jealouſy ! 
From ſuch painful Ways of living, 
Ah ! how ſweet could Love be free ! 
Still prefenting, ſtill receiving, 
Fierce, immortal Eeſtaſy. 


SON G CCCCXIII. Why i. ke. 


HY ſhould a Heart fo tender, break ? 
O Mira ! give its Anguith Eaſe; 

The Uſe of Beauty you miſtake, 
Not meant to vex, but pleaſe. 

Thoſe Lips for ſmiling were defign'd, 
e 

Vour Eyes to languiſh, and look kind; 
For amorous Arms, your Waiſt. 

Each Thing has its inted Right, 
Eftabliſh'd by the Pow' rs above ; 

The Sun to give us Warmth, and Light, 
Mira to kindle Love. 


SONG CCCCXIV. Since, &c. 


Ince Truth and Conftancy are vain, 
Since neither Love ner Senſe of Fa: 
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Nor Force of Reaſon, can perſuade, 
Then let Example be obey'd. | 
In Courts and Cities, could you fee 
How well the wanton Fools agree ; 
Were all the Curtains drawn, you'd find 
Not one, perhaps, but who is kind. 
Minerva, naked from above, 
With Venus, and the Wife of Joe, 
Expoſing ev'ry Beauty bare, 
Deſcending to the Trojan Heir 3 
Yet this was ſhe whom Poets name 
Goddeſs of Chaſtity and Fame. 
Penelope, her Lord away, 
Cave * Audiences all Day; 
Now round the Bowl the Suitors fit, 
With Wine, provoking Mirth and Wit ; 
Then down they take the ſtubborn Bow, 
Their Strength, it ſeems, ſhe needs muſt know. 
Thus twenty chearful Winters paſt, 
She's yet immortaliz'd for chaſte. 
Smile, Mira, then, reward my Flame, 
And be as much ſecure of Fame ; 
By all thoſe matchleſs Beauties fir'd, 
By my own matchleſs Love inſpir'd ; 
So will I fing, ſuch Wonders write, 
That when th aſtoniſh'd World ſhall cite 
A Nymph of ſpotleſs Worth and Fame, 
Mira ſhall be th'immortal Name. 


s ON G CCCCXV. Forſaken, &c. 


| of my kindly Stars, 
Within this melancholy Grove 
waſte my Days and Nights in Tears, 
Love. 


2 

y unti End, 

Death flies 2 . vr why ſhould 

So many Hours in Sorrow ſpend, 
Wiſhing, alas! in vain to die? 


Ye Pow'rs, take Pity of my Pain, 
This, only this is my Defure 3 
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Ah! take from Mira her Diſdain, 
Or let me with this Sigh expire. 


SONG CCCCXVI. Prepar d. &c. 
Repar'd to rail, reſolv'd to part, 
When I approach the perjur'd Fair, 
What is it awes my timorous Heart? 
Why does my Tongue forbear ? 
With the leaſt Glance, a little kind, 
Such wond'rous Pow'r have Mira's Charms, 
She calms my Doubts, enſlaves my Mind, 
And all my Rage diſarms. 
Forgetful of her broken Vows, 
When gazing on that Form divine; 
Her injur'd Vaſſal trembling bov:s, 
Nor dares her Slave repine. 


SONG CCCCXVII. To Love, &c. 


O love, is to be doom'd on Earth to feel, 
What after Death the tortur'd meet in Hell; 
Vulture dipping in Prometheus” Side 
His bloody Beak, with his torn Liver dy d, 
Is Love : The Stone that labours up the Hill, 
Mocking the Lab'rer's Toil, returning ſtill, 
Is Love: Thoſe Streams where Tantalus is curſt 
'To fit, and never drink, with endleſs Thirſt : 
Thoſe Joaden Boughs that with their Burthen bend 
To court his Taſte, and yet eſcape his Hand ; 
All this is Love, that to diſſembled Joys 
Invites vain Men, with real Grief deftroys. 
SONG CCCCXVIII. Erzugh, &c. 
Nough, enough, my Soul, of worldly Noſe 
Of aer Pomps, and fleeting Joys; 
does this buſy World provide at beſt, 
But brittle Goods that break like Glaſs ; 
But poiſon'd Sweets, a troubled Feaſt, 


— that in a Moment 


vt £L 


* 
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Thy Thoughts to nobler Meditations give, 
And ſtudy how to die, not how to live. 
How frail is Beauty ! Ah! how vain, 

And how ſhort-liv'd thoſe Glories are, 
That vex our Nights and Days with Pain, 

And break our Hearts with Care ! 
In Duſt we no Diſtinction fee, 
Such Helen is, fuch, Mira, thou muſt be. 
How ſhort is L'fe ! why will vain Courtiers toi!, 
And croud a vainer Monarch, for a Smile ? 
What is that Monarch, but a mortal Man, 
His Crewn a Pageant, and his Life a Span? 
With all his Guards and his Dominions, he 
Muſt ficken too, and die as well as we. 
Thoſe boaſted Names of Conquerors and Kings 
Are ſwallow*d, and become forgotten Things: 
One deftin'd Period Men in common have, 
The Great, the Baſe, the Coward, and the Brave, 
All 1 alike for Worms, Companions in the 

rave. 

The Prince and Paraſite together lie, [high. 
No Fortune can exalt, but Death will climb as 


SONG CCCCXIX. Ir vain, &c. 


N vain a thouſand Slaves have try d 
To overcome Clarinda's Pride ; 
Pity pleading, 
Love perſuading, 
When her icy Heart is thaw'd, 
Honour chides, and ftraight ſhe's aw'd. 
Fooliſh Creature, 
Follow Nature, 
Waſte not thus your Prime; 
Youth's a Treaſure, 
Love's a Pleaſure, 


Both deftroy'd by Time. 


SONG CCCCXX. Corinna, &c. 


Or1NKA, in the Bloom of Youth, 
Was coy to ev'ry Lover; 
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of the tend'reft Truth, 
No ſoft Complaint could move her. 
Mankind was hers, all at her Feet 
Lay proftrate and adoring ; 
The Witty, Handſome, Rich, and Great, 
In vain alike imploring. 
But now grown old, ſhe would repair 
Her Loſs of Time, and Pleaſure ; 
With willing Eyes, and wanton Air, 
Inviting every Gaxer. 
But Love's a Summer Flow'r, that dies 
With the firſt Weather's changing ; 
The Lover, like the Swallow, flies 
From Sun to Sun, ſtill ranging, 
Mira, \et this Example move 
Your fooliſh Heart to Reaſon ; 
Youth is the Time for Love, 
And Age is Virtue's Seaſon. 


SONG CCCCXXI. Belinda's, &c. 


EL1nDA*s Pride's an errant Cheat, 
A fooliſh Artifice to blind; 
honeſt Glance that ſcorns Deceit 
Does ftill reveal her native Mind. 
With Look demure, and forc'd Diſdainy 
She idly acts the Saint; 
We ſee thro this Diſguiſe as plain 
As we diſtinguiſh Paint. 
So have I ſeen grave Fools deſign, 
With formal Looks to paſs for wiſe ; 
But Nature is a Light will ſhine, 
And break thro' all Diſguiſe, 
SONG CCCCXXII. Great, &c. 
Reat God of Sleep, fince it muſk be, 


That we muſt give ſome Hours to thee, 
Invade me not while the free Bowl 


Glows in my Checks, and warms my Soul ; 
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That be my only Time to ſnore, 

When 1 can laugh, and drink no more; 

Short, very ſhort be then thy Reign, 

For I'm in haſte to laugh and drink again. 
But O! if melting in my Arms, 

In ſome ſoft Dream, with all her Charms, 

The Nymph belov'd ſhould then furprize 

And grant what waking ſhe denies ; 

Then, gentle Slumber, prithee ſtay, 

Slowly, Ah! flowly bring the Dey; 

Let no rude Noiſe my Bliſs deſtroy, 

Such ſweet Deluſion's real Joy; 


SONG CCCCXXIII. Delia, &c. 


Tayns1s. 
Et TA, how long muſt I deſpair, 
And tax you with Diſdain; 
Stil! to my tender Love ſevere, 
be. Untouch'd when I complain ? 
DeL1aA. 
When Men of equal Merit love us, 
And do with equal Ardor fue z 
Thyrſis, you know but one muſt move us, 
. Can I be yours and Strepbon's too ? 
My Eyes view both with mighty Pleaſure, 
Impartial to your high Deſert ; 
To both alike Efteem I meaſure, 
To one alone can give my Heart, 
Turns. 


Tell me, Tyrant am I 

With equal Merit, « Ahe, 

c. Thus the Victim to dic ? 
Why am I 


The Victim choſe to die? 
Dari. 
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Or why ſhould Virtue ever miſs 
Reward, fo often giv'n to Fools? 
*Tis not the Valiant, nor the Witty, 
But who alone is born to pleaſe ; 
Love does predeſtinate our Pity, 
We chooſe but whom he firſt decrees. 


SON G CCCCXXIV. When, & 


Hen Nymphs are con, | 
And fly from Joy, 
The Shepherd takes his Recd ; 
He plays a Tune, 
She as ſoon, | 
And ftraight they are agreed, 
The Battle near, 
When Cowards fear, 
The Drum and Trumpet ſounds ; 
Their Courage warms, 
They ruſh to Arms, 
And brave a thouſand Wounds. 


Cuno us. © 
By Harmony our Souls are ſcvay d; 
By Harmony the World a made. 


SONG CCCCXXV. Plague us, &c. 


Lague us not with idle Stories, 
Whining Loves, and ſenſeleſs Glories ; 

hat are Lovers, what are Kings ? 
What at beſt but ſlaviſh Things? 
Free I liv'd, as Nature made me, 
No proud Beauty durſt invade me, 
No rebellious Slaves betray'd me, 
Free I liv'd, as Nature made me. 
Each by turns, as Senſe inſpir d me, 
Bacchus, Ceres, Venus, fu'd me; 

I alone have loft true Pleafure, 
Freedom is the only Treaſure. 
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SONG CCCCXXVI. Arm, arm, &c. 
RM, arm, the gen'rous Britons cry, 
Let us live free, or let us die ; 
rumpets founding, Banners flying, 
Braving Tyrants, Chains defying : 
Arm, arm, the generous Briters cry, 
Let us live free, or let us die; 
Liberty ! Liberty 
Liberty ! Liberty ! 
SONG CCCCXXVII. S well, A. 


O well Cerinra likes the Joy, 
She vows ſhe'll never more be coy, 

She drinks eternal Draughts of Pleaſure ; 

Eternal Draughts do not ſuffice, 

O! give me, give me more ſne cries, 
Tis all too little, little Meaſure. 
Thus wiſely ſhe makes up for Time 
Miſpent, while Youth was in its Prime ; 
So Travellers who waſte the Day, | 
Careful and cautious of their Way, 
Noting at length the ſetting Sun, 
They mend their Pace as Night comes on 
Double their Speed to reach their Inn, 
And whip and ſpur thro? thick and thin. 


SONG CCCCXXVIII. Say, Ke. 


AY, lovely Dream! where could'ſt tnou Eng 
Shades to counterfeit that Face ? 
Colours of this glorious Kind, 
Come not from any mortal Flace. 
In Heav'n itſelf thou ſure wer't dreſt 
With that Angel-like Diſguiſe : 


Thus deluded am I bleſt, 


And ſ.e my Joy with cloſed Lycs, 
But ah! th's Image is too kind, 
To be other than a Dream: 


T 


4 
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Cruel Sacburiſſa s Mind Es 
| Ne'er put on that ſweet Extreme l 
Fair Dream! if thou intend'ſt me 
| Change that heav'nly Face of thine z 
Paint deſpis'd Love in thy Face, 

And make it to appear like mine. 
Pale, wan, ind meagre let it look, 
With a Pity-moving — 1 
Such as wander by the 

Of Lebe, or Graves eſcape, 


Perhaps from Greatneſs, State, and Pride, 
Thus furprized ſhe fall ; 
Sleep does Diſproportion hide, | 

And, Death reſembling, equals all. 


SONG CCCOXXIX. Tell me, Re. 


Wi: ks, and fo ſevere ? As 
y fo careleſs of our Care, At 
You bhp rect 

this cunning Change of Hearts, 8 
. You the Pow'r of Love controul z 
While the Boy's deluded Darts 

Can arrive at Heither Soul. 
For in vain to either Breaſt 
, Still beguiled Love does come; 
Where he finds a foreign Gueſt, | 
| Neither of your Hearts at Home. 
Debtor; thus with like Deſign, 

When they never mean to pay, 
That they may the Law decline, 

To ſome Friend make all away. 
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Not the Silver Doves that fly, 
Yoak'd in Cytberea's Car ; 

Not the Wings that lift ſo high, 
And convey her Son ſo far; 


Are ſo lovely, ſweet, and fair, 
Or do more ennoble Love ; 

Are fo choicely match d a Pair, 
Or with more Conſent do move. 


SONG CCCCXXX. Amoret, &&:. 
Ae zT, the Milky Way, 
| 


Fram'd of many nameleſs Stars ! 
mooth Stream, where none can ſay, 
He this Drop to that prefers ! 
Amorer, my lovely Foe ! 
Tell me where thy Strength does lie ? 
Where the Pow'r that Charms us ſo ? 
In thy Soul, or in thy Eye? 


By that ſnowy Neck alone ; 

Or thy Grace in Motion ſeen 3 
No ſuch Wonders cou'd be done : 

Yer thy Waiſt is ſtraight, and clean, 
As Cupid's Shaft; or Her mes Rod ; 
And pow”*rful too, as cither God. 


SONG CCCCXXXI. Peace, &c. 


Face, babling Muſe ! | 
P I dare not fing what you indite; 
Her Eyes refuſe ; 

To read the Paſſion which they write: 
She firikes my Lute, but if it ſound, 
Threatens to hurl it on the Ground : 

And I no leſs her Anger dread, 
Than the poor Wretch that feigns him dead, 
While fome fierce Lion does embrace | 
Rs breatilefs Corpe, * his Face; 

2 
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Wrapt up in filent Fear he lies, 
Torn all in Pieces if be cries. 


SON G CCCCXXXII. Phyllis, S.. 


HYLLl1s! why ſhould we delay 
Pleaſures ſhorter than the Day ? 
Could we (which we never can ! 

Stretch our Lives beyond their Span; 

Beauty like a Shadow flies, 

And our Youth before us dies. 

Or would Youth and Brauty ſtay; 

Love hath Wings, and will away. 

Love hath ſwifter Wings than Time; 

Change in Love to Heay'n does climb: 

Gods, that never change their State, 

Vary oft their Love and Hate. 

Phyllis ! to this Truth we owe 

All the Love betwixt us two : 

Let not you and I enquire, 

What has been our paſt Deſire : | 

On what Shepherds you have imil a, 

Or what Nymphs I have begull'd: 

Leave it to the Planets too, | 

What we ſhall hereafter do: 

For the Joys we now may prove, 

Take Advice of preſent Love. 


SONG CCCCXXXII. Chloris, Ge. 


Hr og 1s, yourſelf you ſo excel, Thought, 
When you vouchſafe to breathe my 
„ like a Spirit, with this Spell 
Of my own Teaching I am caught. 
That Eagle's Fate and mine are one, 
Which, on the Shaft that made him die, 
Efpy'd a Feather of his own, 
Wherewith he wont to ſoar ſo high. 
Had cba, with ſo ſweet a Grace, 
Narciſſus loud Complaints return'd ; 
Not for Reſtect- on of h.; Face, 
But of his Voice, th: Boy had byra'd, 
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$ON G CCCCXXXIV. That, Kc. 


Hat which her ſlender Waiſt confin'd, 


Shall now my joyful Temples bind; 
No Monarch but would give his Crown, 


His Arms might do what this has done. 

It was my Heav*ns extremeſt $ 
The Pale which held that lovely Deer 
My Joy, my Grief, my Hope, my Love, 
D.d all within this Circle move! 

A narrow Compaſs ! and yet there 
Dwelt all that's good, and all that's fair: 
Give me but what this Riband bound, 
Take all the reſt the Sun goes round. 


SONG CCCCXXXV. 77, net, &e. 


* not your Beauty can engage 

: My wary Heart ; 

Sun, in all his Pride, and Rage, 
Has not that Art: 

And yet he ſhines as bright as you, 

If Brightneſs could our Souls ſubdue. 

"Tis not the pretty Things you ſay, 

Which cox mts 2298 — prey 

ich can Heart 2 

For that Delight, "= 

The Graces of a well-taught Mind, 

In ſome of our own Sex we find. 

Ko, Flavia; tis your Love I fear; 
Love's ſureſt Darts, 

Thoſe which do ſeldom fail him, are 
Headed with Hearts : 

Their very Shadows make us yield; 

Diſſemble well, and win the Field. 


SONG CCCCXXXVI. Behold, &c. 


Ehold the Brand of Beauty toſt ! 


Sce, how the Motion does dilate the 
Flame | 
T 3 
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Delighted Love his Spoils does boaſt, 
And tri in this Game, 


* 

As Lightning hurled through the Air. 
High Heav'n the Glory does increaſe 

Of all her ſhining Lamps, this artful Way; 
The Syn in Figures, ſuch as theſe, 

oys with the Moon to play : 
To the ſweet Strains they advance, 

Which do reſult from their own Spheres ; 
As this Nymph's Dance 

Moves with the Numbers which ſhe hears. 


SONG CCCCXXXVII. Mile, &c. 
Hile I liſten to thy Voice, 

Chloris I feel my Life decay : 

pow rful Noiſe 

Calls my fleeting Soul away. 


Of what the Bleſſed do above, 
Is that they üng, and that they love. 


SONG CCCCXXXVIIL Hylas, &c. 
CHLORIS. 

HT: = wn why fit we mute, 

Now that each Bird ſaluteth the Spring! 
Wind up the flacken'd Strings of thy Lute, 

Never canſt thou want Matter to ſing: 

For Love thy Breaſt does fill with fuch a Fire, 

That whatſos er is fair moyes thy Defire. 
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a 1 
Sweeteſt ! you know, ſweeteſt of Thing 
Of various Flow'rs the Bees do compoſe 3 
Vet no particular Taſte it brings 
Of Violet, Wood-bind, Pink — nk 
So Love the Keſult is of all the | 
Which flow from a thouſand ſeveral Faces. 
CHLORIS. : 
Hylas ! the Birds which chant in this G 
Could we but know the 
They would inſtruct us better in Love, 
And reprehend thy inconſtant Muſe : 
For Love their Breaſts does fill with ſuch a Fire, 
e 


Cblar is! this Change a the 12 do 
Which the warm Seaſon hither does {ring ; 
Time from yourſelf does further remove 
You, than the Winter from the gay Spring; 
She that like Lightning ſhin'd while her F 
laſted, [ blaſt 
The Oak now reſembles which Lightning hath 


SONG CCCCXXXIX. They, &c, 


Hey that never had the Uſe 
Of the Grape's ſurprizing Jzice, 
o the firſt delicious Cup 

All their Reaſon render up; 

Neither do, nor care to know, 


Whether it be beſt or no. 


So, they that are to Love inclin'd, 
Sw ay'd by Chance, not Choice, or Art 
To the firſt that's fair, or kind, 
Make a Preſent of their Heart: 
*Tis not the that firſt we love, 
Mit wham dying we approve. © 
To Man that was in th Ev'ning made, 
re 
in the gloomy Shade 
* of Light,” 


Ade, 
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Then, at Aurora, Whoſe fair Hand 
Remov'd them from the Skies, 

He gazing tow'rd the Eaſt did ſtand, 

She entertain'd his Eyes. 

Put when the bright Sun did appear, 
All thoſe he *gan deſpiſe ; 

His Wonder was determin'd there, 
And could no higher riſe : 

He neither might, nor wiſh'd to know 
A more refulgent Light ; 

For that (as mine your Beauties now) 
Employ'd his utmoſt Sight. 

SONG CCCCXL. Why, Damon, Ec. 

V Damon, why, why, why ſo pref- 

| _—- 

'The Heart you beg's not worth poſſeſſing : 

Each Look, each Word, each Smile's affected, 

And inward Charms are quite neglected. 

Then ſcorn her, ſcorn her, fooliſh Swain; 
And ſigh no more, no more in vain, 

Seauty's worthleſs, fading, flying; 

Who would for Trifles think of dying ? 

Who for a Face, a Shape, would languiſh, 

And tell the Brooks and Groves his Anguith 
Till ſhe, till ſhe thinks fit to prize him; 
And all, and all beſide deſpiſe him? 

Fix, fix your Thoughts on what's inviting, 

On what will never bear the lighting : 

Wit and Virtue claim your Duty, 

They*re much more worth than Gold and Beauty: 


To them, to them, your Heart reſign, 
And you'll no more, no more repine. 


SONG CCCCXLI. Ceaſe, dear, &c. 


F\Eaſe, dear Lerindz, ceaſe admiring, 
Why Crouds and Noiſe 1 diſapprove ; 
te*er I ſee abroad is tiring, 

O let us to ſome Cell remove 
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Where all alone our ſelves enjoying, 
Enrich'd _ — and Peace, 

On nobleſt Themes our Thoughts employi 
Let us our inward Joys increaſe ; "» 

And ſtill the happy Taſte purſuing, 
Raiſe our Love and F riendſhip higher, 

And thus the facred Flames renewing, 
In Ecſtaſies of Bliſs expire. 


SONG CCCCXLII. Mes, &c: 


Wer Daphne firſt her Shepherd faw, 
A ſudden Trembling ſeiz'd her; 
Honour her wond'ring Looks did awe, 
She durſt not view what pleas d her, 
When at her Feet he ſighing lay, 
She found her Heart complying z 
Yet wou'd not to her Love give way, 
To ſave her Swain from dying. 


The little Gud ſtood laughing by, 
To ſee her dext'rous feigning ; 
He bid the bluſhing Fair comply, 
The Shepherd leave complaining. 
SONG CCCCXLII. A vainhy, &. 
8 vainly wiſhing, gazing, dying, 
A The fond Narciſſus lay; 
ind Echo, to his Sighs replying, 
Theſe Words was heard to fay : 
Ah! wretched Swain, by Pride betray d, 
That Pois'ner of the Mind; 
That Vice by none but Fools obey d, 
That Teſt of Souls deſign' d; 
That dang*rous Ill, which ne'er is found 
In ſuch as with Minerva's Gifts are crown d: 


What will you do when Time decaying 
That lovely beauteous Face, 

And you the Laws of Fate obeying, 

| Muſt to old Age give Place? 

Old Age, which comes with Swiftneſs on; 
Your haſty Minutes fly: 
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Some Part of what you were is gone; 
Deforming Death is nigh : 

When Time and Pain your Charms abate, 

How will you then this Chry ſtal Mirror hate ? 


The God of Love you're now offending, 
He looks with Anger down ; 
1 while you're on yourſelf attending, 
of his Frown, 
Hell make you curſe that fatal Hour 
In which you hither came: 
When he makes known his wond' rous Pow'r, 
You'll your Indift 'rence blame ; 
And wiſh to me you'd kinder prov'd, 
And leſs, much lefs, your own Perfections lov'd, 
Be gone, be gone, he ſt ill replying, 
Felt an inward Anguiſh 


And ftill the waz'ry Image ig, 
For himſelf did languiſh : a 


The pitying Nymph ftood grieving 
To fee his van Beine; * 

With out-ftretch'd Arms ſhe heard him cry, 
O why doſt thou retire ? 

Why does this dear attracting Shape 

From my Embrace with ſo loch Haſte eſcape ? 

While thus he was himſelf admiring ; 
The cruel ſportive Pow'r, 

Who ſaw his Reaſon was expiring, 
Transform'd him to a Flow'r : 

The Nymph amaz'd, the Wonder view'd, 
And wou'd not thence remove 

At length the by her Grief ſubdu'd, 
An empty Voice did 

Both were to Folly Victims ms, 

She by her Fondneſs, he by Pride betray d. 


SONG CCCCXLIV. Ceaſe, c. 


D AMON. 
Eaſe, fair Caliſtris, ceaſe diſcaining z 
"Tis Time to leave that uſeleſs Art; 


d. 
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Tour 's weary of complaining 
Be kind, or he'll cofome bb Slexre.. 
© . . Sou 
Damon, be gone; te complying ; 
Go court ſome fond, believing Maid : 
I take more Pleaſure in denying, 
Than in the Conqueſts I have made. 
Why —— 26 ſo f 
n „Why, wh ighting ? 
Is this 8 
Were not your Beauty fo inviting, 
I wou'd no longer be your Slave. 
CALISTRIS. 
Damon, be gone, I hate complying, 
Your Heart's not worth the having ; 
Were there ten thouſand Shepherds dying, 
Not one were worth the faving. 


SON G CCCCXLYV. When Wit, &c- 
SFP 
n 
own is compleat, 

And with a willing Joy my Heart refign. 
What Fool ſo mad to for Liberty, {free ? 
When Chains like yours can make us more than 
*Ti Eugen;a, fair E 

Dee 
They made my Heart your Beauty's Prize, 
But now your Tongue has added ſomething 
My ſelf your Slave by double Force I find, 

You firſt attack d my Paſſions, now my Mind. 


$ ON G CCCCXLVI. He that, xc, 
Horde i be. prevail, 
At 


Or not be troubled if he fail; 
Let him m 
firſt I ſeem to die for Love, 
If that her Pity will not move, 
Without it I recover ! 
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But if the Lady's kind and true, 
I always ftrive to be fo too, 
Thus to Pity I invite her 
But if a Tyrant ſhe will prove, 
And deny that for which I love, 
I Tyrant turn and ſlight her. 
Thus when I do a Beauty ſee, 
I like her juſt as ſhe likes me, 
Who vexes if I don't take her: 
But yet the Conſequence is bad ? 
For if ſhe's fair, muſt I be mad ? 
III rather ftraight forſake her. 
The beſt Rule which in Love I find, 
1s to think none fair but the kind: 
Women thus are pretty Trifles: 
Tho? Water thrown upon a Fire, 


Or Ice on Love, makes ſome burn higher; 


Yet mine it forthwith ſtifles. 
Who begs a Lady's Heart, muſt till 
Be pleas'd with whatſoe er ſhe will; 

he Beggar muſt not be chooſer ; 
But I ſo wiſely Things defign, 
That always in Amours of mine, 

I'm a Winner, or no Looſer. 

For when a coy Nymph Love inſpires, 
In Wine I quench my hopeleſs Fires z 
Taus one Heat expels the other: 

Women I therefore will decline, 
All my Affections are on Wine, 

When they kill, this will recover. 


SONG CCCCXLVII. Deſpairing, ce. 


Eſpairing as I fat alone, 
n a ſhady myrtle Grove; 
When to each gentle Sigh and Moan, 
Some neighb'ring Echo gave 2 Groan, 
Came by the Man I love. 

Oh! how I trove my Grief to hide! 
I panted, bluſh'd; and almoſt dy'd, 
And did the tatling Echo chide 3 
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For Fear ſome Breath, or moving Air 

Sbou d to his Ears my Sorrow bear. . 

And oh! ye Pow'rs! I die to gain 
But one poor parting Kiſs; 

And yet I lie on Racks of Pain, 

That e'er I ſhou'd a Wiſh retain, 
Which Honour thinks amiſs. 

Thus are poor Maids unkindly us d, 

By Love and Nature both abus'd, 

Our tender Hearts all is refus d; 

And when we burn with ſecret Flame, 

Muſt bear our Grief, or die with Shame. 


SONG CCCCXLVIIL Enchanted, &c, 


Nchanted by your Voice and Face, 
E In pleaſing Dreams I fainting lie: 
bleed, fair Nymph, I bleed apace, 
And oh! I languiſh! Oh! I die! 
Sing, fair Nymph, and let your Eyes 
Upon your proſtrate Slave be ſhed 3 
An Angel's Face, and Angel's Voice, 
Whene'er they pleaſe can raiſe the Dead. 


SON G CCCCXLIX. S, Ke. 


Way with the Cauſes of Riches and Cares, 

A That eat vp our Spirits, and ſhorten our 
Yeare 5 

No Pleaſure can be 

In State or Degree, | 
But tis mingled with Troubles and Fears: 
Then periſh all Fops by Sobriety dull'd, 
While he that is merry reigns Prince of the World. 
The Quirks and the Zealots of Beauty and Wit, 
Tho? ſupported by Power, at laſt muſt ſubmit ; 

For he that is fad, 0 

Grows wretched or mad, | 
Whilſt Mirth like a Monarch does fit : 
It cheriſhes Life in the old and the young, 
Aud makes every Day to be happy and long. 
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SON G CCCCL. Sine Spartan, Gr. 


Ince Spartan Heroes were fo dull, 
8. They felt not Beauty's Pow'r ; 
ice happy we, whoſe Joys are full, 
Whilſt Love grows ev'ry Hour. 
"Tis Pity in a noble Mind 
. Nature ſhould bear no Part ; 
How can the brave be truly kind, 
And Love not touch the Heart ? 
Tho' Mars his Empire rule , 
And boaſt his mighty — A 
Yet Love at Night ſhall ſtill 
The Hazard of his Toils : 
Whilſt Courage does with Vigour move, 
Our Conqueſt to compleat; 
The Fair an eaſy Victim prove, 
The Brave by Force ſubmit. 


SONG CCCCLI. Wit and, &c. 


IT and Beauty once contended 
Which ſhould reign in Celia's Arms; 
Both an equal Claim pretended 
To be fole M of her Charms. 
Till at laſt they both agreed 
To maintain alternate Sway; 
One by Night to bleſs her Bed, 
And one to win her Heart by Day. 


SONG CCCCLIT. Was it, &c. 


AS it a Dream, or did I hear 
The Goddeſs, at whoſe Feet I lie, 
With moſt ing Words declare, 

She would not have her Lover die. 

If a kind Thought my Life to fave, 

Can gain Admittance to your Breaſt, 
Improve it for your faithful Slave, 

And make me more than Argeis et. 
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| You cannot think, not can I ſpeak, 


What Agonies in Doubt ariſe ; 
Unleſs you mean my Heart to break; 

Show me more Favour in your Eyev. 
Under Suſpence I cannot live, 

In Pity let me know my Fate: 
If Love for Love you will not give, 

Be kind and kill me with your Hate, 


SONG CCCCLIII. Full Bags, &c. 
Ul! Bags, a freſh Bottle, and a beautiful Face, 
Are the three greateſt Bleſſings poor Mortals 

Bot alas? we AAA 


And a bonny gay Dame often ends in a Pill: 
Then heigh for briſk Claret, whoſe Pleaſures 
| ne'er waſte;z 

By a Bumper we're rich, and by two we are chaſte. 


SONG CCCCLIV. Czaſe to, &c. 


Eaſe to purſue the ſcornful Fair, | 
Let not her vain deluding Air 
Thought of thine engage ; 
Leave her to ſtale Virginity, 
Let Pride in Youth her Torment be, 
And Envy in old Age. 


SONG CCCCLYV. Lore weary'd, &c. 


Ove weary'd with his roving Flight 
Deſcending at th- of Night, 
n to Pantbea s Boſom fled, 
And made that Seat of Joy his Bed. 
Gently her heaving Boſom roſe, 
And ſeem'd to court him to repoſe : 
Neſt'ling he folds his Wings to creep 
Between her Breaſts for ſweeter Sleep. 
Plear'd and tranſported with the Joy, 
the laugh's at the deluded Boy 
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And did a Stratagem prepare, 

To keep the wanton Pris'ner 

She took a various colour'd Braid, 

Of Purple, Gold, and Scarlet made z 
Now, Youngſter, ſaid the cruel Fair, 
You ſhall Panthea's Fetters wear. 

Dut when ſurpriz'd he waking found 
His ſhack' led Limbs, and Pinions bound, 
Sighing he wept, and begg'd ſhe'd pleaſe 
To give her Captive a Releaſe. 

Sly Youth, fays ſhe, wou'd you fo ſoon 
Quit your Apartments, and be gone ? 
No, my dear Rover, firſt diſcharge 
Your Quarters, ere you're ſet at large, 
Then for a Bribe, ſaid he, to go, 

My Quiver take, and take my Bow ; 
Nor can I greater Triumphs boat, 
Than that my Arms to you were loſt; 
And now thoſe Shafts are his no more, 
His Bow and Enſigns of his Pow'r; 
Panthea now commands Love's Darts, 
All Eyes ſhe charms, and wounds all Hearts, 


SONG CCCCLVI. 4 Wretch, &c. 
Wretch long tortur d with Diſdain, 
That hourly pin'd, but pin'd in vain 
At the God of Wine addreft, 
The Refuge of a wounded Breaft. 
v oh Pow'r, thy healing Aid, 
Teach me to gain the cruel Maid ; 
Thy Juices take the Lover's Part, 
Fluſh his wan Looks, and chear his Heart. 

| Thus to the jolly God he cry'd ; 
And thus the jolly God reply d; 
Give Whining o'er, be briſk and gay, 
Ard quaft this ſneaking Form away. 

With dauntleſs Mien approach the Fair j 

The Way to conquer is to dare, 
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The Swain purſu'd the God's Advice; 
The Nymph was now no Jonger nice. 
She ſmil'd, and ſpoke the Sex's Mind; 
When you grow daring, we grow kind: 
Men to themſelves are moſt ſevere, 
And make us Tyrants by their Fear. 


So s CCCCLVIL. Strephon, e. 
Taro the young, the lovelieſt Swain, 
That ever grac d t. Arcadian Plain, 
Fair Cæ ia lov'd, nor lov'd i in - 
* Hymen had warranted 
But Rill the Sun, with hated Light, 
Deferr'd the Pleaſures of the Night. 
To eaſe his Pain his Harp he ſtrung, 
And charm'd the Wain. of Night along, 
With his ſoft harmonious Song. 
Phabus, Ruler of the Day, 
Swiftly drive the Hours away z 
In the Ocean drop thy Light, 
And haften on the lazy Night. 
If e*er thou heard'ſt a Lover's Vow, 
Propitious Phæbus hear me now; 
Kc. Since thou, who art the Sun, haſt known 
| Love's Fires burn fiercer than thlne own. 
13 And when, by my Entreaties bow'sd, 
Thou ſett'ſt in yonder Ev*ning Cloud ; 
In Thetis* Boſom thou may ſt lie, 
And truſt the Day to Cælia's Eye. 
To her bright Look thy Rays wil be, 
But what Aurora is to Thee: 
Envy ſhall make thee later riſe, 
And own the Conqueſt of her Eyes. 


With ſuch ſoft Muſick did the Swe, 
Of Love's tormenting Cares con, 
That Ibs haſted on the N g's 
And in the Ocean drop: ey . 
Io Cal#'s Arms then g.. . . 
And in them quench: :: br nt a lem. 


— 
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SONG CCCCLVIIL Ne long, &e. 


OW long will Cynthia own no Flame, 
And my warm Suit diſprove ? 
Our Ages mutually proclaim, 
* Tis now the Time to love. 
Ah! think, how ſwift each Minute flies ; 
How Years will Form conſume : 
No Lover, when you wither, dies ; 
We ficken, when you bloom. 
Minerva, rough, and bred in War, 
The Nuptial Joys declin' d: 
But had ſhe been, like Venus, fair, 
She'd been, like Peru, kind. 
In vain you force ſevere Replies, 
And willing Nature wrong ; 
While Cupids languiſh in your Eyes, 
Who can believe your Tongue ? 
Half to forbid, and half comply, 
Nor damps, nor blows Defire ; 
In Looks, as well as Words, deny, 
Or put out Fire with Fire, 


SONG CCCCLIX. Gentle, &c. 


Entle Zephyr come away ! 
On this ſweet this ſilent Grove, 
Sacred to the Muſe and Love, 
In ſofteſt whiſper'd Murmurs play. 
Come, let thy ſoft thy balmy Breeze 
Diffuſe the vernal Sweets around 
From ſprouting Flow'rs, and bloſſom'd Trees, 
While echoing Hills and Vales reſound 
With Notes, which wing'd Muſicians fing 
Lovely Seaſon of Defire ! 
Nature ſmiles with Joy to ſee 
The am'rous Months led on by thee, 
That kindly wake her genial Fire. 
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e. | The brighteſt Object in the Skies, 
The _ Lights that ſhine below, 
The Sun, and Myra* s charming Eyes, 
At thy Return more —— grow. 
With double Glory they 
To warm and grace the i at Year, 


SONG CCCCLX. 4 the Cloſe, &e. 


T the Cloſe of the Day, 
When the Bean-flow'r and Hay 
Breath'd Odours in ev'ry Wind: 
Love enliven'd the Veins 
Of che Damſcls and Swains ; 
Each Glance and each Action was kind. 
Maly, wanton and free, 
Kiſs'd, and fat on each Knee, 
Fond Ecſtaſie ſwam in her Eyes. 
See, thy Mother is near, 
Hark ! She calls thee to hear 
What Age and Experience adviſe, 
Haſt thou ſeen the blithe Dove 
Stretch her Neck to her Love, 
All glaſſy with Purple and Gold ? 
If a Kifs he —_— 
Ihe returns it 
What follows you oP not be told. 
Look ye, Mother, ſhe cry'd, 
You inftruft me in Pride, 
And Men by Good-manners are won. 
She who trifies with all 
1s lefs likely to fall 
Than ſhe that but trifles with one. 
Prithee, Molly, be wiſe, 
Leſt by ſudden Surprize 
Love ſhould tingle in ev'ry Vein 1 
Take a Shepherd for Life, 
And when once you're a Wife, 
You fafely may trifle again. 
U2z2 


344 The NionurIincA Tx. 


A. / ſmiling, reply d, 
Then I'll ſoon be a Bride; 
Old Reger has Gold in his Cheſt. 
Bat I thought all you Wives, 
Choſe a Man for your Lives, 
And trifled no more with the reſt. 


SONG CCCCLXI. From all, &c. 


Rom all uneaſy Paſſions free, 
Revenge, Ambition, Jealouſy, 
Contented I had been too bleſt, 
If Love and you would let me reit. 
Yet that dull Life I now deſpiſe ; 
Safe from your Eyes, ; 
I fear'd no Griefs, but, oh! I found no Jh. 
Amidſt a thouſand ſoft Deſires, 
Which Beauty moves, and Love inſpire: ; 
I feel ſuch Pangs of jealous Fear, 
No Heart ſo kind as mine can bear. 
Yet I'll defy the worſt of. Harms ; 
Such are thoſe Charms, 
"Tis worth a Life, ta die within your Arms. 


SONG CCCCLXII. Tell me no, &c. 


ELL me no more you love; in vain, 

Fair Celia, you this Paſſion feign. 
Can they pretend to love, who do 
Refuſe what Love perſuades them to? 
Who once has felt its ative Flame, 
Dull Laws of Honour will diſdain: 
You would be thought bis Slave, and yet 
You will not to his Pow'r ſubmit. 
More cruel than thoſe Beauties are, 
Whole Coy neſs wounds us to Deſpair ; 
For all the Kindneſs which you ſhow, 
Each Smile and Kiſs which you beſtow, 
Are like thoſe Cordials which we give 
To dying Men, to make them live; 
And languiſh out an Hour in Pain: 
Be kinder, Cali, or diſdain. 
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SONG CCCCLXII. Aurelia, Ce. 


Us IIA, art thou mad, 
To let the World in me 
nvy Joys I never had, 
And cenſure them in thee ? 
Fill'd with Grief for what is paſt, 
Let us at length be wiſe, 
And the Banquet boldly taſte, 
Since we have paid the Price. 
Love does eaſy Souls 
Who loſe — for Toys, 
And Eſcape, for thoſe deviſe, 
Who taſte his utmoſt Joys. 
To be thus for Trifles biam'd, 
Like theirt a Folly is, 
Who are for vain Swearing damn'd, 
And knew no higher Bliſs. 
Love ſhould like the Year be crown'd 
With ſweet Variety 


Hope ſhould in the Spring be foung, 
Kind Fears and 2 ly. 


In the Summer, Flowers ſhould 1 
And in the Autumn Fruit; 


His Spring 'doth elſe but mock our Eyes, 
And in a Scoff ſalute, 


SONG CCCCLXIV. Lore, &c- 
| By: ſill has ſomething of the Sea, 


From whence his Mother roſe ; 
ime his Slaves from Doubt can free, 
Nor give their Thoughts Repoſe. 


They are becalm'd in cleareſt Days, 
And in rough Weather toft ; 
They wither under cold Delay 
Or are in Tempeſts luſt. 


One while thy ſeem to tone the Por: 
Then Rttaight into the Nein, 
C3 
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Wind, in cruel Sport, 

eſſe] drives again. 

At firſt, Diſdain and Pride they fear, 
Which if they chance to "ſcape, 


Some 
Their 


*Tis cruel to prolong a Pain; 
And to defer a Bliſs, 
Believe me, gentle Hermorne 
No lefs inhuman is. 
An hundred thouſand Oaths your Feari 
Perhaps would not remove; 
And if I gaz'd a thouſand Years, 
I could no deeper love. 
*Tis fitter much for you to gueſs, 
Than for me to explain: 


But grant, O grant that Happineſa 
Which only does remain. 


SONG CCCCLXV. A Nymph, &c. 


Nympl and a Swain to Apollo once pray'd, 
A The Swain had been — the Nymph 
been betray d; 
Their Intent was to try if his Oracle knew 
Z'er a Nymph that was chaſte, or a Swain that 
was true. 


Abel was mute, and had like t have been 


| pos d; | 

But ſagely, at length, he this Secret diſclos'd : 

He oy won't betray in whom none will con- 

F * "In | | 

Ard the Nymph may be chaſte that has nevt 
been try d. 


„ 
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SONG CCCCLXVI. Tell. &c. 


Tell thee, Charm:cn, could I Time retrieve, 
And could again begin to love and live, 

To you I ſhuuld my carlieſt Off ring give ; 

J know my Eyes would lead my Heart to you, 
And I ſhould all my Oaths and Vows renew, 
But to be plain, I never would be true. 

For by our weak and weary Truth I find, 

ove hates to enter in a Point affign'd, 

But runs with Joy the Circle of the Mind. 
Then never let us chain what ſhould be free, 
But for Relief of cither Sex 5 
Since Women love to change, and ſo do we. 


SONG CCCCLXVII. . Bluſs, &c. 
Br not redder than the Morning, 
I! 


Tho? the Virgins gave you Warning ; 
eh not at the Chance befel ye, 


Tho? they ſmile and dare not tell ye. 
Maids, like Turtles, love the Cooing, 


Dill and murmu in their Wooing. 
Thus, like you, they ſtart and tremble, 
And their troubled Joys difſemble. 

Graſp the Pleaſure while tis coming, 
Tho' your Beauties now are blooming, 
Time at laſt your Joys will ſever, 

And they'll part, they'll part for ever. 


SONG CCCCLXVIII. Love's, &c. 


Ove's but the Frailty of the Mind, 
When tis not with Ambition join'd z 

A nckly Flame, which if not fed expires ; 
And feeding, waſtes in ſelf - conſumint Fires, 

Tis not to wound a wanton Boy 

Or am'rous Youth, that gives the Joy; 
Bur ties the Glory to have pierc'd a Swain 
*: er. neerlar Prauties ſigh'd in vai. 
Us 
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Then I alone the 
When I infult a Rival's Eyes : 
If there's Delight in Love, tis when I ſee, 
That Heart which others bleed for, bleed for me, 


SON G CCCCLKAIX. See how, &c. 
EE how fair Corinna lies, 
Kindly calling with her Eyes: 
In the tender Minute e her, 
Shepherd ! Why ſo dull a Lover ? 
Prithee, why fo dull a Lover? 
In her Bluſhes ſee your Shame ; 
Anger they with Love proclaim ; 
You tov coldly entertain her : 
Lay your Pipe a little by ; 
If no other Charms you try, 
You will never, never gain her. 
While the happy Minute is, 
Court her, you may get a Kiſs ; 
May be, Favours that are greater. 
Leave your Piping, to her fly: 
When the Nymph you love is nigh, 
Is it with a Tune you treat her ? 
Dull Amintor ! fie, oh ! fie: 
Now your Shepherdeſs is nigh 
Can you paſs your Time no better ? 


SONG CCCCLXX. No more, &c. 


WomaARX. 
O more, Sir, no more, I'll ev*ngive it o 
I fee it is all but a Cheat ; 
A Hof pr den OE 
es, 


*Tis you are to blame, who fooliſhly claim 
So Lilly a lean Sacrifice : 

But Lovers, who pray, muſt always cbey, | 
And bring down their Knees, and their Eyes. 


Tie Nieurina art. 349 


Womax. 
Of late you have made Devotion a Trade 
In Loving, as well as Religion : 
But you cannot prove, thro' th'Ages of Love, 
Any Worſhip was offer d but one. 
Man. 
That one let it be, in which we agree, 
Leave Forms to the Maids, who are younger: 
We're both of a Mind, make haſte, and be kind, 
And continuc a Goddeſs no longer. 


SONG CCCCLXXI. I vain, &c. 


N vain, Clemene, you beſtow 
The promis'd Empire of your Heart, 
It you refuſe to let me know 
The wealthy Charms of ev'ry Pazt. 
My Paſſion with your Kindneſs grew, 
Tho* Beauty gave the firſi Deſire : 
But Beauty only to purſue, 
Is following a wand'ring Fire. 
As Hills in Perſpective ſuppreſs 
The free Enquiry of the Sight: 
Reftraint makes every Pleaſure leſs, 
And takes from Love the full Delight. 
Faint Kiſſes may in ſupply 
Thoſe eager Longines of my Soul ; 
But oh! I'm loft, if you deny 
A quick Poſſeſſion of the Whole. 


SON G CCCCLXXII. Ingratefut. 


Nerateful Love! thus every Hour, 
To puniſh me by her Diſdain 3 
ou tyrannize to ſhew your Pow'r ; 
And ſhe, to triumph in my Pain. 
You, who can laugh at human Woes, 
And Victims to her Pride decrce, 
On me, vour welding Slave, impuic 


Your Chain ; but lee the Rebel free, 
W: 5 . 
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How fatal are your poiſon'd Darts 

Her conqu ring Eyes the Trophies boaſt, 
Whilſt you inſnare poor wandring Hearts, 

That in her Charms and Scorn are loſt, 
Impious and cruel : You deny 

A Death, to eaſe me of my Care; 
Which the delays, to make me try 

The Force of Beauty and Deſpair, 


SONG CCCCLXXUI. Say cruel, &c. 


AY, cruel Amoret, how long, 
In Billet-doux and humble Song, 

Shall poor Alexis woo ? 
If neither writing, fighing, dying, 
Reduce you to a ſoft complying z 

O when will you come to ? 
Full thirteen Moons are now paſt o'er, 
Since firſt thoſe Stars I did adore, 

That ſet my Heart on fire : 
The conſcious Play -houſe, Parks, and Court, 
Have ſeen my Suff rings "made your Sport 3 

Yet am I ne'er the nigher. 


A faithful Lover ſhould deſerve 
A better Fate, than thus to ſtarve 
In Sight of ſuch a Feaſt : 
But oh ! if you'll not think it fit, 
Your hungry Slave ſhould taſte one Bit ; 
Give ſome kind Looks at leaft, 


8 on N G CCCCLXXIV. Hang. &6. 


S 
If ſhe be not well inclin's : 
We herſelf muſt be the Lover, 


To perſwade her to be kind, 
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If, at laſt, ſhe grants the Favour, 
And conſents to be undone : 
Never think her Paſſion gave her 

To your Wiſhes, but her own. 


SONG CCCCLXXV. Tell me, &c. 
Shepberde ELL me, , tell 
bepberdeſs. 2 2 your 


Why you ſigh, and why you languiſh, 
When the Nymph whom you adore, 
Grants the Bleſſing of Poſſefling, 
What can Love and I do more? 
Shepherd. Think its Love beyond all Meaggre, 
Makes me faint away with Pleaſure :; 
Strength of Cordial may deſtroy, 
And the Bleſſing of Poſſeſſiung 
Kills me with Exceſs of Joy. 
Shepherdeſs. Thyrfis, how can I believe you * 
But confeſs, and III forgive you: 
Men are falſe, and fo are vou. 
Never Nature fram'd a Creature 
To enjoy, and yet be true, 
Shepherd. Mine's a Flame beyond cxpiringe 
Still poſſeſſing, ſtill defiring, 
Fit for Love's Imperial Crown, 
Exer ſhining, and refining 
Still the more tis meited down. 


SON G CCCCLXXVI. Ig & 


Sigh'd and own'd my Love; 
Nor did the Fair my Paſſion ditapprov* : 
A ſoft engaging Air, 
Not often apt to carſe Deſpair, 
Declar'd fhe gave Attention to my Pray r. 
She ſcem'd to pity my Diſbroa, 
And I expected nothing lets, 
Than what her very Look docs now confei-. 
But, oh! her Change deſtro-: 
The charming Proſpect of my prom! 0 Jan ; 
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She's robb'd of every Grace 
That argu'd Pity in her Face, 
And co'd, forb:dding Frowns ſupply their Place, 
But while ſhe ftrives to chill Defire, 
Her brighter Eyes ſuch Warmth inſpire. 
She checks the Flame, but cannot quench the Fire, 


SONG CCCCLXXVII. V., &c. 
Ex es, take my votive Glaſs ; 
Since I am not what I was; 
What from this D.v I fhall be, 
us, let me never fee. 

SON G CCCCLXXVIIT. What's, &c. 
Hat's Brauty? Bright Faru, tell. 
The Miſtreſs of it knows it well. 
*T'is not Colour, tis not Feature, 
aue Faſhion, nur good Nature: 
Cocd Teeth, and Hair, a ſmiling Grace, 
Can't give Perfection to a Face: 
Not yielding Lips, or wiſhing Eyes: 
But ſhe is handſome whe denies. 

SON G CCCCLXXIX. Vat, &c. 
Hat Beauty is, let Strephsn tell, 

Who oft has try'd it, knows it wel!. 
Not all the Wonders of a Face, 
Where Nature triumphs in each Grace, 

Not ſnowy Breaſts, thro* which is ſeen 
The purple Blood that boils within; 
Not Lip*, when Wit with Eaſe beguiles, 
Whilft playſome Cup:ds dance in Smiles; 
Not Youth, not Shape, not Afr, not Eye-, 
She only charms me wito complies. 


SONG CCCCLXXX. What, &c. 
WE a frail Thing is Beauty, ſays Baron 
Le Cras, | 
Perceiving his Miſtreſs had one Eye of Glaſs : 
And ſcarcely had he ſpoke it ; 
When ſhe more confus d, as more angry ſhe grew, 
D; a negligent Rage prov'd the Maxim tos trvc: 
She drrpr her Eye and broke it. 


1 
* 


l 


' Sudden I put on Looks diſpleas*d, 
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SONG CCCCLXXXI. Daphnis. 


| Arunis Rood penſive in the Shade, 
Wich Arms a-croſs, and Head reclin'd ; 
Looks agcus'd the cruel Maid, 
And Sighs reliev'd his love-fick Mind : 
His tuneful Pipe all broken lay, 
Looks, Sighs, and Actions ſeem d to ſay, 

My Cbhe is unkind. * 

Why ring the Woods with warbling Throat ? 

Ye Larks, ye Linnets ceaſe your Strains ; 
I faintly hear in your ſweet Notes, 

My Cbloe't Voice that wakes my Pains : 
Yet why ſhould you your Song forbear ? 
Your Mates delight your Song to hear, 

But Cblae mine diſdains. | 
As thus he melancholy ſtood, 

Dejected as the lonely Dove; 

Sweet Sounds broke gently thro' the Wood. 

I feel the Sound; my Heart- ſtrings move. 
*T was not the Nightingale that ſung ; 
No. Tig my Cbke's ſweeter Tongue. 

Hark, hark, what fays my Love? 
How fooliſh is the Nymph, ſhe cries, 

Who trifles with her Lover's Pain ! 
Nature ftill ſpeaks in Woman's Eyzs, 

Our artful Lips were made to ſeign. 

O Dapbnis, 1, *twas my Pride, 
*Twas not my Heart thy Love deny'd. 

Come back, dear Youth, again. 

As Yother Day my Hand he ſeiz'd, 

My Blood with thrilling Motion flew z 


"Twas Fear alone, thou ſimple Swain: 

Then hadſt thou preſt my Hand again, 
My Heart had yielded too 

is true, thy tuneful Reed I dlam'd, 
That ſwell'd hy Lip and rofic Check; 
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Think not my Skill in Song defam'd, 
That Lip ſhould other Pleaſures ſeele $ 
Much, much thy Muſick I approve ; 
Vet break thy Pipe, for more 1 
Much more, to hear thee ſpeak. 
My Heart forebodes that I'm betray” 
Daphris, I fear, is ever gone; » 
Laſt Night with Delia's Dog he play's, 
Love by ſuch Trifles firſt comes on. 
Now, now, dear Shepherd, come away, 
My Tongue would now my Heart obey. 
Ah! cble, thou art won. 
The Youth ftept forth with haſty Pace, 
And found where wiſhing Chloe lay; 
Shame ſudden lighten'd in her Face, 
Confus'd, ſhe knew not what to ſay. 
3» laſt, in broken Words, ſhe cry 'd 3 
o-morrow you in vain had try'd, 
But I am loſt to Day. 


SON G 'CCCCLXXXII. The, &c. 
HE Sun was now withdrawn, 


The Shepherds Home were ſped ; 
e Moon wide o'er the Lawn 


Her Silver Mantle _ 3 
When Damon ſtay' d behind, 


And ſaunter'd in the Grove. 
Will ne'er a Nymph be kind, 

And give me Love for Love ? 
Oh! thoſe were golden Hours, 

When Love, devoid of Cares, 
In all Arcadia's Bow'rs 

Lodg'd Swains and Nymphs by Pairs! 
But now from Wood and Plaia 

Flies ev'ry ſprightly Laſs, 
No Joys for me remain, 

In Shades, or on the Graſ:. 
The winged Boy draws near, 

And thus the Swain reprove:, 
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Vhile Beauty revell'd here, 
My Game lay in the Groves 
At Court I never fail 
To ſcatter round my 
Men fall as thick as Hail ; 
And Maidens love like Sparrows. 
Then, Swain, if me you need, 
Strait lay your Sheep-hook down 
Throw by your Oaten Reed, 
And haſte away to Town. 
Jo well I'm known at Court, 
None aſk where Cupid dwells ; 
But readily reſort 
To B—n's or L—{{'s, 


SONG CCCCLXXXIII. Sweet, &c. 


Weet Echo, ſweeteſt Nympb, that liv'ſt un- 
8 Within thy airy Cell, [ ſeen 
By ſize Meaeander's Margent green, 

And in the Violer-embroider'd Vale, 
Where the Love-lorn Nightingale 
Nightly to thee her ſad Song-mourneth well : 
Canſt thou not tell me of a gentle Pair 
That li keſt thy Narciſſus are? 
O! if thou have 
Hid them in ſome flow'ry Cave, 
Tell me but where, 
Sweet Queen of Parly, Daughter of the Sphere; 
So may'ſt thou be tranſlated to the Skies, 
And give reſounding Grace to all Heav'n's Har- 


monies. 


SONG CCCCLXXXIV. Now, &c. 


OW Pheabus finketh in the Weſt, 
Welcome Song, and welcome Jeſt, 

Midnight Shout, and Revelry, 

Tipſy Dance, and Jollity : 

id your Locks with rofie Twine, 

ing Qdours, dropping Wine, 
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Rigour now is to Bed, 

And Advice with ſcrup'lous Head, 
Strict Age, and fowre — 

With their grave Saws, in Slumber lie. 


SO NG CCCCLXXXV. A Loſs, Kc. 


Laſs there lives upon the Green, 
Cauld I her Picture draw ; 
ighter Nymph was never ſeen, 
That looks and reigns a little Queen, 
And keeps the Swains in awe. 
Her Eyes are Cupid's Darts, and Wi 
Aya tow. ro his Bow "wy 
Her filken Hair the filver Strings, 
WeEich ſure and ſwift Deſtruction brings 
To all the Vale below. 
If Paſtorelia's dawning Light 
Can warm, and wound us ſo : 
Her Noon will ſhine fo piercing bright, 
Each glancing Beam will kill outright, 
And ever7 Swain ſubdue. 


SONG CCCCLXXXVI. 7 jmil:. 
IT at Love, and all its Arts, 


A fatal Shaft he R 
It took its Paſſage thro' your Eyes, 
And to my Heart it flew. 
To tear it thence 1 try's in vain 5 
To firive I quickly found, 
Was only to increaſe the Pain, 
And to cniz:ge the Weund. 
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Ah! much too well, I fear, you know 

What Pain I'm to endure, 

Since what your Eycs alone could do, 
Your Heart alone can cure. 

And that ( grant Heaven I may miſtake) 
I doubt, is doom d to bear 

A Burden for another's Sake, 
Who ill rewards its Cate. 


SONG CCCCLXXXVII. SD, &c. 


CUPTD. 
Hou Bane to my Empire, thou Spring of 
Conteſt, 
Jource of all Diſcord, thou Period to Reft ; 
Inſtruct me what Wretches in Bondage can ſee, 
9 is ſtill pointed to 


Inſtruct me, thou little impertinent God, 
From —_— all thy Subjects have taken the 


To grow fond of a Change, to whatever it be ? 
And I'll tell thee why thoſe would be bound, 
Cunonvs. 

Fe, Change, we're for Change, to whatever it be, 
Nr are neither cantented <vith Freedom, nor Thee, 

C:nftancy's an empty Sound, 

H:avcr, ard Earth, and all go round, 

ii the Works of Nature move, 

41.4 the Joys of Life and Love 

Are in Variety. 
CUPID. 

Were Love the Reward of a pains-taking Life, 
Had a Huſband the Art to be fond of his Wife, 
Were Virtue fo plenty a Wife could afford, 
Theſe very hard Times to be true to her Lord, 
Some ſpecious Account may be given of thoſe 
Who are ty'd by che Tail, to be led by the Noſe, 


358 The Nioutr ino. 


But ſince tis the Fate of a Man and his Wife, 

To _— all their Days in Contention and 
Strife: 

r 


er 
He's moraliy ſure he ſhall heartily hate her, 

I think 'twere much wiſer to ramble at large, 
And theVolleys of Love on the Herd to diſcharge, 


HYME N. 
Some Colour of Reaſon thy Counſel might bear, 
a than his Wife to his 
Share: 
Or were I a Monarch fo cruelly juſt, 
To oblige a poor Wife to be true to her Truſt: 
But I have not pretended, for many Years paſt, 
By marrying of People to make em grow chaſte. 
I therefore adviſe thee to let me go on, 
Thou' lt find I'm the Strength and Support of thy 
Throne 3 
For hadft thou but Eyes, thou wouldſt quickly 
perceive it, 
How ſmooth the Dart 
Slips into the Heart 
Of a Woman that's wed, 
Whilſt the ſhivering Maid 
Stands trembling and wiſhing, but dare not re- 


ceive it. 


Chorus. For Change, æc. 


SONG CCCCLXXXVIII. 4 &c. 
. 


H! lovely Nymph, the World's on fire; 
Veil, veil thoſe cruel Eyes: 

W. World may then in Flames expire, 
And beaſt that ſo it dies. 

M. But when all Mortals are deſtroy'd, 
Who then ſhall fing your Praiſe ? 

V. Thoſe who are fit to be employ 's : 
The Gods ſhall Altars raiſe. 
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| SONG CCCCLXXXIX. Since, &c. 


Ince we poor laviſh Women know 
8 Our Men we cannot pick and chooſe, 
him we like, why ſay we no, 
And both our Time and Lover loſe ? 
With feign'd Repulſes and Delays 
A Lover's Appetite we pall ; 


And if too long the Gallant ſtays, 


His Stomach's gone for good and all. 
Or our impatient am'rous Gueſt, 
Unknown to us away may fteal, 
And rather than ſtay for a Feaſt, 
Take up with ſome coarſe ready Meal. 
When Opportunity is kind, 
Let ent Women be ſo too; 
And if the Man be to your Mind, 
Till needs you muſt, ne*er let him go. 
The Match ſoon made is happy ftill, 
For only Love has there to do. 
Let no one marry gainſt her Will, 
But ſtand off when her Parents woo, 


And only to their Suits be coy : 


For ſhe whom Jointure can obtain, 
To let a Fop her Bed 
Is but a lawful Wench for Gain. 


SONG CCCCXC. Why fbould, &c. 
HY ſhould our damn'd Tyrants oblige 


us to live 
1 
give ? 
We muſt not rejoice 
Wien Winn ani v ith Noiſe 3 
UE « Gul Bd alone 
to our warm Rival the Bottle "re Jones 
Then ag abs Chama, | 
And take up theſe * Arms, 


® The Glaſſes, 
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Tu Wine only gives their Courage and Wit, 
Becauſe we live ſober, to Men we ſubmit. 

If for Beauties you'd paſs, 

Take a Lick of the Glaſs, 
*Twill mend your Complexions, and when they 


re gone, 

The beſt Red we have is the Red of the Grape. 
Then Siſters lay t on, 
And damn a good Shape. 


SONG CCCCXCI. No, no, &c. 


O, no, no, no, Reſiſtance is but vain, 
And only adds new Weight to Cupid's 
Chain : 
A thouſand Ways, a thoufand Arts, 
The Tyrant knows to captivate our Hearts : 
Sometimes he Sighs employs, and ſometimes tries 
The univerſal Language of the Eyes : 
The Fierce with Fierceneſs he deſtroys : 
The Weak with Tenderneſs decoys. 
He „ Strong with Joy, the Weak with 


No, no, no, no, Refiftance is but vain. 
SONG CCCCXCII. Lucinda, EY. 


Uc1NDA cloſe or veil your Eye, 
Where thouſand Loves in Ambuth lie; 
Darts are pointed with ſuch Skill, 
"re ſure to hurt, if not to kill. 
Let Pity move thee to ſeem blind, 
Leſt ſeeing, thou deftroy Mankind. 
Lucinda hide that ſwelling Breaſt, 
The Phenix elſe will change her Neſt : 
et do not, for, when ſhe expires, | 
xr Heat may light in the ſoft Fires 
Love and Pity, ſo that I 
By this one Way may thee enjoy. 
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